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THE 


PREFACE. 


| Ts Preface wants the accuſtom'd 
pretence for theſe T rifles a 
ing in Print. No Friends a vigd 


to it. It was merely in obedience to 


| s Genius, which both beftowd and _ : 
over-Fway'd my Youthful Fancy. So . 


that mine Excuſe may th! cakes be 
admitted, fince Duty and Conſtraint 


joyr'd- Forces againſt me. ' I muſt L | 


confeſs, I lov'd Poetry, not only then, 


but do fo ſtill; and am fo lovi nga oa I 
that I hate not even my Rival: Ler 


em woo and enjoy, I muſt love'on. 
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The Prefice. 
1 know; not, indeed, whether ] ſhould 


bedo good 'naturd, to continue con- 


ſtant after a dry heating or two, though | 


even that cannot prevail wich ſome 
of js. - Not/lo fnuch. to have. made 


Verfes;s nat 'to give over in time; | 


leaves us without excuſe, fayes an | 


excellent *:Poet. I diſſent from! * M.We. | 
his obſervation. Methinks it looks the 
the. gelding ;of Fancy; .and, hei might | | 
as well:have ſet a'time after : which it [ 
- thould be :criminali-to. lye with our | 
_ Hive Another, Yas eminent, * M, D. | 
_ calls) them([Funblerg who! write aldbr | 


JartylicBut 1 hope. be will: fumble. on |. 


fall having pur us.in-expeRation, gf , 
 anEpck Porn, which  (hkei Solomon) 
muſt :bethe Darling of his: Age, and: 
\ . ouft-wit his. other Brethren. , 1 ke no, 
cauſe but Dotage, to: make it bezlett off. . 


Socra- | 


| 
] 
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The Preface. | 
Socrates © and Solow Ppradtisd. It 'to'the 
laſt; and one as' wite//as either/of #1 
kf it for a Rule; | Ouomodo: profieis) 
bj 7 jam tibi ſuſficis ? S. Bern. The pro- 
grefſions of Fancy are to be waited on: 
5] Experience and repetitions of multi- 
1 Ys Afﬀs being as' neceſſary hete as 
| n other Sciences: 'Seneca tells us, Ne 
' bil eſt magnum re quod breve tempore.” 
Yet ſome other Conſiderations pre? 
| vaild; For, firſt, they were 'not made 
| "pon mine own account; Ihavins 0! 
| more concern than Maſter-Builders'\ 
whoſe pleaſure laſts only mn the 1, ork 
| ing. Nor ſhall the Reader orThereby” 
receive greater benefit than the freeing” 
me' from Tranſcribing, and him from” 
\| Reading a bad Hand. Nor am I far- 
ther ſollicitous for them, {mce'moſt of / 
thoſe for whom theſe were writtenare / 
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" The: Preface. 
already ſatisfied. For, mitkinks Tought 


not A their Judgments,” there / 


1 


rationally' ( or at laſt civilly 
—_ OX —__ mine mare, 
Hance, as oood Judges aselſewhere.: And | 
I-cannor but know, that as 'many | 
'things have been nted of thisnature 
Wor better, ſo ſome a little worle. : | 
' "The name of Poet I neither m—_ 
>nor covet. And may be one of the 
main-motives to appear fo, is, that 1' 
»:cannot avoid it; | being already in 
_ recorded fo by a od *D:T.. 
hand ; though I am to expect as lir-" 
orl dl thereby, as happily that An- 
| thor has'gaind by. his W ork : Nor! 
"ciacdead could much beexpeRted, where; 
_ v:#0OM Was for {uch T rifles. Another 
.cmotive was, my natural-propenſiry* to! 
Lon and. Friendſhip ; ; which: in chcir 


i 
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| riovs lines that edmpoſe the: by of 
 Honow'; Whoſe charms are ſo far pow- 


erful, they haveattracted regards-from 


| the Heroes of all Ages: Herein have 


fucha tenderneſs;-I would oladhy leave 
-— _ me ſurviving to record 
it. But this I would ptovide formnmy 


Lafe-rimie, being little fatisfied' with 
| poſthumous Deatcatrons”; which ſerve 
' but as Monments tad by Execntors. "2 
- where - their Names are {ure to ſhine : 


in-the- faireſt Characters. - - Thar fldn- 
der Eſtate of Repnte I am ableito 


| compals, being too ſmall! for any! to 


come mm . as | Foy m-Purchaſer - and I 
Cape as far out in this'bargaining 
ain Frobiſher, who,-after along ' 


eable __ brought home 


ay; Stones, for precious {Viinerals ; 


A 4 and 


and what he hop'd might have been 
oraced- as Jewels for the Ears of La- 
dies, were us'd as Pavements for the 
Otreets. R 
. Nor may my lanching out into + 
the wide VV orld, and incountering 
the T de of Criticks, bring any fſolider | 
Account than Caligulas Attempt up- 
on the Ocean, when his Trophies were + 
only a few Cockſe-ſbells. Neither can 
: I make a ſurer ghels, whether in pru- 
ning or lopping many fuperfluous 
| Branches, thoſe «that are left may 
bring me better Fruit., This may be 
if believed; It my Soil had been im- 
[! pou equal to ſome others, it might 
have produced better things. But in- 
ſtead of that Incouragement, not on- | 
ly. the Favour of the Sun, but the ve- 
ry. Dew of the Night weredeny'd me. 
"ie PeFora 


The Preface. 

 Peftora noftra duas nom admittentia cuyas n Pt bo 
Magn# mentis opus, nec de Lodice paranda* \'- 
Attonite, Currus' Equos, facieſque Deorum: 
Aſpicere. —_— | | | I. 

Such ——_— might have better'd 

Nature. For though it agrees with the 

boaſted Noblenels of a Poer's Soul'to 

reſt ſatisfied with his own Fame juſt- 


+ ly acquired; yet, 


Contentus fama jaceat Lucanus in hortis  ; | 
Marmoreis.---- 


Pleaſant Retirements produce pleaſant 
Thoughts, and noble Injoyments + 
heighten the Sentiments of any Writer. ' 
A tuller Stream than Helicons may be 
drain'd that has no Showers to ſupply _ 
the Current ; nor will it be worth'the 
while, if we believe a fort of People, 
who injoy ſo {mall a ſhare of Wit to 
TL? think 


think {they have = a" 


.. Some. of | 
| thele tells us, that the Advſes, like: Sy- | 
res *mfatuate their Admirers, and 

charm them into Ruine; that Poerry 
ſoftens our Minds, making them un- 
abk:for more maſculme Operations. 
Yet .ſome.of them ſhew fo much In- 
clination to the Muſes, that they whi- 
ſtle out their Souls at the Phw-tall, 
having little more title to Reaſon than 
 Þrutes; who can judge only of a fat 
Paſture, chew the Cud, and batten. 
4 heir generous Educations may have 
ras'd 'em.. to read badly, and write 
worle, Hence are they capacitated 
ta blot a Bond, and manage an Ar- 
batration, untill they {well and arro- 
gate to themlclves an Ability for Em- 
pire. It it were not loſt labour to 
preach to ſuch an Audience, they 
might 


'T he Preface. 
might be n{tru&ted, how in all Apes 
Philoſopbers, Priefis, Law-makers, and - 
Kings, have facrific'd -to' the Auer - 
And m their time th' mcomparable 
Verulam and juſt Hales, (to name no 
more ) heighten'd their _— by 
this way of writing. Here 1 could 
expatiate, but I purpoſely avoid x, it 
being in ſome fort a Diſparagement 
to praiſe a celebrated Perfe&ion too 
publickly. Nor ſhall I run into' that 
arrogating Cuſtom of judging others, | 
and impoſing Rules that nexher we 
nor others endeavour to praCtiſe. Fan- 
cy ſhould be unconfin'd as the Air, 
and the Maufes, like Amazons, {com 
the Rule even of a Cyrus, Helicon 
(liketheir T hermodon) being the Boun- - 
* dary of their Empire, not permitting 
any other- Streams to imbody with 
en its 


The Preface.. 

its-chryſtal Waves; but, like Fordan, 
| forcesitsſhining Current quite through 
| the Dull Sea of Pedantiſm, over-bear- 
| ing all that reſtrains the Liberty of its 
| natural Progreſs. OT 
| Yer after all this, we muſt. confeſs, 
{ that Poets would. gladly be entertam'd 
| in more profitable Imployments; foto - 
| aſſert the bounty of Nature 'm beſtow- 
| ing upon them as vigorous Capacities 
| as'other People; and convincing the 

World they were capable of Affairs 
of moment, would it be ſo courteous 
| to:make Tryal (may be). to both 
| their Advantages. | 
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READER, 


\ Kind Rinne: 


TE Togenions Amtbor of the fol. 
lowing , Compoſitions was a Man 
every, way: accompliſh\d: To the aduan- 
tages..of bw; Birth, his Education bad 
fied: whatſoever was neceſſary to. fit 
 bim for Converſation, and render him 
(as be was ) deſirable by the beſt Wi 
of the. Age. | In the Calamities of the 
lat Rebellim he was no ſmall Sharer , 
od Iniquity of the Times having no 


power 


8 0 L TAE Fd 


'F 


__ Tothe Reader. | 
ower” 10 ſhock © bis « Loyakty, be: 

Theerfall Lam Ns the Tryals of = 
bappy Virtue. In that miſerable Storm 
it was bis good Fortune to retire from 4 
total. Ruine ; and that quiet Receſs gave 
the opportunity of theſe Papers, "in which | 
thou wilt find many troubleſome thoughts 
well digeſted, and perhaps, at ſome time 

'-or other, well enough adapted to thy 

' own uneaſre Circumſtances. If there be | 

' _ any. thing meaner than may be expefied . 

' from ſo polite a Pen, thy Candor muit 

' attribute it either to the haſty Efforts of | 
bis younger, or the too ponderous and 
over-powring Confuſuons which the Re- 

' belhion imprinted on his riper Tears. He | 
is dead, and happy out of the reach of 
thy Envy, and in no need of thy Pity; | 

' therefore (Good Reader) for Humanity 

\ ſake be charitable to the F _ f 

W550, a dead | 


o:the' Reader. 

a'dead Author , \ who was worthily ho- 
nonr 4 and admird while be lived, and 
attaind the deforable Satisfaftion of li- 
ving very eaſily in a troubleſome Age, 
and carrying with bim a good Conſcience 

to bis Grave. 


Feb. 7. Tho. Flatman. 
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| A Modeſt Actount of the too-certain Rea- 
ſons. tbat. afforded tame for the follow- 


mg T rifles, 1679.” 
! CAOME Females are (o early pregnant grown, 
g They rock thoſe Cradles lately were their own. 

"Their Narſe's xrilk amy One, and ſcarcedigeſtsz 

And what they fackt, "»»thrr'd comes from their 

:; Butſoon,like SpaxiſhWifes,they barren grow; (Breaſts. 

: Their Springsare drain'd-when ours begin to flow. 

| And happy 'tis--> elſe we ſhould be undone, 

| And by our Native Vandals oyer-ran. © -- - 

+ Although my 'Maſe begun to bear betimes, | -. -;.1. 

' Still at this Age her Courſes keeps in Rhymes, 

What Pliny writes of Mares of Spaniſh kind, 

She's pregnantwithno Stallion, but the Wind, _ . 

When ee that airy Pegaſws but blew, mis ads 

My Muſe more franful than* Phillira grew | (rigfigna) 

Fruitful as Fliesin Summer; tho the gain the Centawr 

Prove ſmall,toboaſt theſe aggots of the Brain, "385 

Should all this Spawr of Helicon but live, 

{ The Frogs in, Egypt did leſs trouble give. | 

4} This Brood, hke Comes, hardly are deſtroy'd 3... - 

| The Warren profpers on Parnaſſus ſide. | 

| In whoſe increafe ſmall benefit 1s found 3 

| And little elſe thrives in _ haunted ground, 
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"Tis labour loſt to till a barren Sol ; | 
When no Returns, but Weeds, requite the toil. | 
Yet weeded well before the Seedlings fhed, 
They makethe Land more mellow, where they bred z 
And Vouchers arethat other chingathan Wards Fr 
Would proſper there, if ſown with better Seeds. 
Nature wn work: _ ht: 376 on loſs; 
The ſteril'{t Soils unfown will bring forth Mog 
It not improv'd, ſhe's nun'd Traths Aa 
That Canaan now is turn'd a Wildernefs. 
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The ROY ALIST. 


Upon Creſwick Dean of $t. J. C. C-—-ordering Fexſ 
: Jor the Vidory at Worceſter. 1651. | 
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| F t not enough to, make ur Purſer.pay, Al 
4 Afefment; on our whole Eftates tolay > — [ 
But 1axes.muſt on, our Opinions *riſe __ 
Nay, and,our Wits be forcd to pay Exciſe? 
= - HarſhLaws! fince Sack pays Cuſtom when't comes ing; | 
--  Diftdlldin Verſe, muſt it-be taxt, agin? -11 
= Butinow a Vidory is got s what then ? 
* Nh ye write Ballads at tho death, of men, 
' Like London-Wits? who deck each. Tyburn-Herſe, | 
And execute men ore again in Verſe? - : off 
Are we Death's Chaplains, that we maſt be. preft 
- To give*thanks after ſuch a bloody. Feaſt.?. 
In Baat's new Prieſts that Office ny lies, 
Where Blood is mingled with their Sacrifice, 
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The Royal MARTYR. 
Upon the Mart _ of that Glorious Prince Charles 


the Firſt, Great Britain, 8c. Who died 
Jan. 30. 1648. ritter Jan. Zo. 1652, 


Reat Solomons, riot circurmſerib'd to Rules, 

Freed'from the [laviſh Method of the Schools 3 ; 
No more than Air (that Libertine } confind, ak 
And no leſs comprehenſive was his mind ; * 
The apes Jibes of Eden wis bis meat, 
Which withoar curſe, or ſarfeit he did cat: 
In Proverbs he his wiſdom often ſhrouds : 
As Phebws ſometimes wears a Cloak of Clouds. 
Their knowledg wiſeſt Nations thus convey 'd; 
And in ſuch Cabinets their Jewels laid. 
And theſe areſomeof Ours--, viz. Night om Bly 
And pureſt Gold is leſfen'd by FOO: 


Both of the Morals are but ofie great truth, 
Ko tully prov'd Yth' fortune of my Youth: 
when great Charls fell, by untimely fate, I 
4.4 Martyt both 'of Chnrch ad States 
by ed Blood, by baſeſt Rebels ſpilt, "Mi 
Beſprinkled all the Nation o'er with guilt. 


| Some with that ſcarlet Sin are ſpread all o're : 


As Plagues ate known by the inflaming Sore: 
Nor ſites i there ike 20 the leprous Jew, 
The.infedtion creeps into'their Houſes roo, 7, 
Twill prac rar then to-difft! the { Stains 
Flow (with the Seed) _ _ Idreins Veins. 
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F By ſome notorious Brand upon them ſhow'n, 
e guilt will be to future, Ages known. 


More than from Sin, none from the guilt is free'd ; 


- On evy head the. Crimſon ſhow'r does'bleed..... -* 
---3This Sep Miſt wets all of us to th' skin5 
-* Someare fo rain'd on they, are donsd within. - 
 _A bleſſed ſhelter yet my Youth does bring: 
Rains {cjdom fall, or gently in the Spring. , / - 
i Yet from ſome ſhare of gayle, I can relieve _ .. - 
f . My ſelf no more, than trom,the crime of Eve, 
{ * But like Orig nal Sin, It lels appears; | ©:50 - 


Long ſince baptiz'd, 'and- waſht away, with. tears. 
My umcent youth, like,to,the ſpringing Day,  ;/ 
Diſperſes all deſpairing ſhades away.! ., ! nf 
The: firſt part of the, Proverbs fo far right. |-, . 
But now, alas, I am o'rwhelm'd with night! . | 
Thus 1n a harmleſs ſtate;of youth I ſtood; .. 
I.did no.harm, but, ah! I did no good. + © © 
My influence, like to Winter Suns, did ſhow 3 -, // 


They ſcortch nor, but yet nothing make to grow. | 


| To th' Solſtice of my. ſtrength I may arrive; 
And th' operations of my. Soul will thrive. 


2” Idare, with|| Crtizs, tempt anoble doom $.. and||Curizs 
 Andplunge1ntothe Gulphro reſcueR ome.)i. Roms His 


i, IfI to * Brutz#'s glory may not comes _. q he Tyrant; 


Ceſar's return we faithfully muſt wait; : _ : -. leapt inco'a | 


. That time ſhall come, I prophecy the fate | vuiph- 

The Prince of Judah thall return with. praiſe, 
Our Temples found, and ſacred Altars 'raiſe... 
No more, till then, my :mmournfal Myſe ſhall-ſing, 
Her Harp untun'd ſhall on the Willows hing 3 © 


"Us 
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Unleſs it be to ſound ſome doleful Airs 3 


To which T1 tune my Sighs, and teach my tears 

A mournful cadence ; until th art be found, 

To form ſuch W. aterworks into a Sound. 

Ne'r juſter cauſe ! to ſee the Rabble run, 

Like fteams from Dunghils raisd, to hide the Sun. 
To ſee rank' Poyſox work 1n every part, 
Unril at laſt its Vero ſeize the heart. | Wimes E. 


To ſee our royal Oak, (alas!) cat down, F- +rare *_ 


And cleft with|| woodden wedges of ts own. . . ——- 


To ſee great Charls before his Palace lye : 

Like tate had once the Sur, when crown'd on high 
Arreſted 1n his very Court, the Sky. 

But that was done by no ignoble hand ; 

It was at Joſhaa's ſuit the Sun did ſtand. 

But ours eclipſt by helliſh Vapoxrs, ſtood, - 

And (as at th! end © th' world ) did ſet iz Blood. | 
Behold a mighty Monarch there lyes dead o& 
Without his Crone, and (ah/ ) without his Head! 
Expiring Muſe! with him receive thy doom, 

And dye, like Indian ſlaves, upon his Tomb. 

It is enough thowſt thither him convey'd, 

And in a Tomb of thine own framing laid; 4 
All Monuments decay, and Marbles rot, ___ 
Compar'd to th*' 2narries in Parnaſſus got. 4 


Thus the great Pompey, ( who the World ſubdu' wa) 
By Rome's ill fate, and Tyrant's force purſu'd, 
Did to a barb'rous Nation ſeek for aid; | 
By them, to murd'ring V:llains, was betray'd : 
Headleſs ex posd on the Peluſzar ſhore 
The Worlds H Head lay, = p defil'd with gore! 


By 


STII 1 


'6 PyPorns 


By the dear Body faithfal | Codras ſtood, {Ris Save: 
And with his lowingtears waſht off the blood. 

Then did interr the ſacred Reticks ſafe ; 

Whoſe Piety is his beſt Epitaph. 


Heroic Lacaz has preſerv'd his fame, 
Which bears anequal datewith Pompey s names 
Welt known ta all that World he did fubdue, 
Flying az far; as Powpej's Eagles flew. 


Ment. FY —_—c_. 


The GOWN. 
_ Ohpon Sir Watd, borrowing my Gown. 1652. 


" Like Philemon, may Jove' Fav'rite be, 
9 In mo thus his darling: Mercny 
wn Ard yer hated am, as once was Ly 

+ 079% gigrang atoms bleſt Roof fe gu 
it thy di{par 
| Jnr of Wit Janht in ras ' Livery. 

But here thy Worth unjuſtly they upbraid 3 
Since King ſometimes are ſeen in Matharade. 
ExNay' tis well known, SOC Forms appear 
Jn mortal ſhapes, -or ſcetn ſuch Veil to wear. 


next I-put it on, for ought I know, 
I may infefted be, and witty 
Spe Weng maſt be'left z 'þ pretious Gums 
. Taken from Boxes leave their rich perfaines. 
And I have read--He that did once inherit 


3 | FES Mate, got Elije's Spirit. 


CC——— 


MODEST WORTH. 
QOpon the Drath of Mr. R. Winterburn, B.D. 
I652. | | 


"OR flouds of tears this mournfal fate does call; 
'Tis Egypt where ( they ſay ) no ſhowers fall. 
Melt then your beams to tears, my thawing Eyes, 
And Heavy diſlolvesin Dews, when Phebxs dyes. 
Alike they were 3 for he long time did ſway 


| The Maſes Scepter, they did him obey. 


Nay he excell'd in this-- for he was free 

From any thought of Daphne, but her Tree. 

His Gold lay cloſe in 's Mine: His Helicor 

Was full and deep and fodid filent run. 

This made ſome light him: Stars ſeem Motes r the Skies 3 
Height leſſens Objedts to imperfe& Eyes. 

Yet none more lowly thought, or ſpoke than he : 

So rich mens cloaths perſuade a Poverty. 

Plain Scautcheons Heralds look upon as beſt 3 

And Maids loſe credit that go hghtly drefſt ; 


| D#7monds in barren Mountains are infhrin'd $ 


| 
: 


4 


| If not inlightnd with 


| And Popes their Sackeloth wear, with Velvet lid. + 


— 


The Royal MOURNER. 
Opon the Princeſs Elizabeth's Death. 1652. 


N? Prophers tongue ſhould this ſad loſs condole, 
| Unleſs firſt heated by the A/zar's coal. F: 


Nor Poet to an Elegy aſpire. 
Hholls's fire. 
B 4 385 
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8 POEMS. 1 
- But yet my Zeal is warmer than his flame, 
 _ AndI morenobly Rn or hes Name ; 

How, with more joy; had I imploy'd: my. hours 
In writing of her Sz-ſhize, - than her ſhowers? | 
Ah! who would think ſuch $yz-beams ſhould be known 
To dry all Springs of tears; unleſs her own ? "x' 
Or rather, that her Suzs, ( with all their beams; ) 
Should be extinguiſh't by-thoſe native {treams? 
When the World's. Eze-its-proper ſafety found, 
And yet its Body was t th Deluge drownd 3 
With quickning ſmiles/it did recruit the Earth, 
Making it-pregnant with a ſecond birth; 
But hers (like Nature 1n her laſt extremes ) 
Melted a way, by weeping down.their beams. 
Such daſhing rains, and 'Tempeſts often-rage 
PF .tlv Winter Solſtice of afflicted age. :' 
_ Experience then of woes occaſion brings 
To ope the F lood-gates. of our flowing Springs. 
Wet + pom ofr are crown'd with fruitful years 3 
; And they ſhall reap in joy that ſow intears. 
| - Her highelt Regioz was free from the powers 
Either of. fghing ſtorms, or weeping ſhowers. 
Like:pow'rtull Cyzthia, there her Soul did-ſhow, 
Ruling the Tides of raging Seas below. 
For ſhe (like Vers ) amidſt Seas was bornz . |} 
And her ſhort life; alas, one rainy morn} 
Thus early, Lillies (Virgins of the year). .. | 
Ner ope their wakeful Eyes, without a tear. | 
Too moiſt a Seaſor makes 1em droop and.dye, { 
And nn their native windine:ſheets to lie. 
Acommongrief may common tears extort 
But hers were blood-grops'ofa weeping heart, 
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Thoſe Rubies from her dying Father's Head. 


| Were not more fatal, than the tears ſhe: bled. bn o 


Thus Flora's juſteſt Pride, the Roſe, appears, 
Produc'd not only, but nurſt up. with Tears. - 
All its ſhort time with the like drops *tis fed, 

And tears each Night bedews its fragrant Bed. :- 
At laſt, being torturd by unnatral heats, | 
Dyes as *twas born, and weeps away 1n Sweats. 


—_— 


The Good BISHOP. 


* Upon: Biſhop Hall's Balm of Gilead, preſented to my 
Qncle Mr. Grift. Divall, 1652. © * 


Gainſt the pains, and multitude-of cares. + 
That bring on age, and Silver all our hairs: . 
By Natures Chymiitry 5 no means can add 
More help, than HalPs rich Balm: of Gilead. 
Other old men, like common Treesdobear; . * Calfd the 
He's fruitful (like thatrare one)*twicea year. | 


All others bloſſomin the Spring 3 buthe | As the” | 


In Winter too, hke = Glaſſenbury tree. reno 
Winter yields Fruitzandin himſelfhe ſhows thereeve- 
The place whereall the year an Harve# grows. '/ Nexe 4 "i 
His Judgment's brighter than the Sun's upriſe'; as well as 
Yet ſcorns to hide it ſelf in Evening-skies. * 1 Hae 
Unchaſte; intemp'rate Youth not ſeldom meets 

An aged Penaxce nightly in the Sheets. 

Lameneſs crawls after Luſt; Diſeaſe, and Pain 

Are all the Bed-fellows that now remain. 

Rottenneſs waits on Lyxry; its perfumes | 


Are putrefied Lyngs, its Baths are Rhewms. 


He's 


w POEMS. 
He's troubled with no Rhewhyr but that of 's Pex 1 
Always o'rflowing, and yet full 


Whoſe Springs'are rater than the s5$ wherein 


You may walh off the Leprofe of Si 
His I»4's a Medicine, if usd beti 

To cure the Tetters of our f1 Crimes. 

His Pez dropt daily at the Neſe indeed 5 

But then each drop-wun'd Balm of Gilead. 
What are his Words ? To ſpeak Diviner ſenſe, 
Angels bleſt Food diſtilkd to Eloquence. 

Had then that || Father known ſogreat a Light | S.#icrm. 


Would ſhine to make the World's laſt Evening bright; | 


Who wiſh'd I had liv'd Chriſt in the Fleſh to ſee, 
And Rowe's great Empire in its Majeſty 

And Pad iti Pulpit 5 thus his wiſh had run, 
Paxl in the Morn, Hel in the Afternoon. 


hos 


© To Ms. T.S. The Tooth-ach curd, 1652. 


, how it ſtings | Peace Gowty Sir, you'r bleſt 
In ſuch a Pain, as forces you to reſt. 


Neb not, Madam, OR 5 a 9 3 

Nay, by your longing for't, it ſeems a Joy. 

ing it felf is not ſo ſad a thing 3 4 

Elfe at the Ga/ows they would never fing. (tongue! 

Bleſt they, whoſe Mouths hold nothing but their 

"Tis this fure makes our Grannams live ſo long, 

- Thrice happy they, who are oth' horned crew 3 

| They've but one row of teeth; and full enow. 

_.. Tf Cuckolds had that priviledge by. right, 

I'd have a Wife my ſelf before *rwas mght. wee 
"u; | ow 
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| Now #£1:4's Fate I wiſh, which I did flour; 
Who with two coughs blew all her tuſhes out. 


I fadly find: their reafon is not bad, - 
Who hold. 'tis Teoth-ach makes our Dogs ran mad. 


' Tormented ſtill! no eaſe ? pray, let m' alone ; 


F've try'd all Remedies T've heard, but one. 

That 1s -- as old-Wifes ſay, wancient time 

They cur'd the Tooth-ach withſome Charms in rhyme; 
Divine Apollo, then vouchſafe me eaſe. 

Wondrous effects of Verſe ! my Pains now ceaſe. 
Thanks, great Apollo! thanks ! I find it true, 
Thowrt Got of Poets, and Phyſitiaxs too. 


— 
m—_— 


The BEADES-MAN. 
To M. J. T. ſending begging Verſe. 1652. 


Thank you for your Rhymes ; there cannot be 
A {urer voucher of your Poverty. 
Verſe (hews a ſwelling mind, but a lank Purſe; 
This makes me anſwer you again in Verſe. 


| But to the purpoſe, Sir 3 alas | my fate 


Fits me to pity, not to help your State. 
And pity, without help, is juſt as good 
As much-good-doe-you, when a Man wants Food. 
God-help- you will not doe 3 'tis of no. force 3 
Prayers can do much ; theſe are but Words of courſe; 
A civil no : a $killfal Begger ſwore | 
Thar godl-talkers ſeldom help the Poor. | 
Alas ! I cannot help it, I uſe wit 
Sometimes like you, to bribe a benefit. 
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So that to beg of me is but to calll + * | 
For Alms, at th' door. of ſome poor Hoſpita/ : 
I'm but a Beads-wmar, of the better note ; 
Like them 1n every thing, but:Beard and Coat. 


 m 


| — — 


The SE AL. 1652. | To Fr. L. Eg 5 


By th neck, at ſome'old-greafie Pwr/e's ſtring 3 
Or chain'd. to ruſty Keys : thus Vulcan ord | 


--—— 


To ſet our ſelves r the ſtocks 1s an odd jeſt, 


As to turn Bayliffs, and our ſelves arreſt. : 
- Seals are for nothing good but to convey | 
Our Land ( that clog of riling Souls ) away. | 
No feats of Chymiſtry like this are told. | 


Nor ſooner drofly Earth can turn to Gold, 


at 


The PROMISE. 
To F. L. Eſq with Craſtiaw's Poems. 1653. | 


# as I*promifd, Sir, I ſend. © | 
'Tis the chiet duty of a Friend 1:1 


C If that great honour yow'l allow ) | .-1f 
To owe his Life, and pay his Vow, 11 .11:11 8 
po | He! 


nt 


-| He that to's Promiſe:does not ſtand, 
# Is Knave and Fool under's own hand. 


Je ! 
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Yet *tis not wiſdom to-appear C3} 
In Rhyme, when witty'Craſhaw's near. FF 
A Fool that talks n/a wiſe throng, 
Libels himſelf with. his! own tongue. 


| A Face with native blackneſs tann'd; 


Dares not before a Beauty ſtand. | . -;. To 
My Muſe 1s very black and low, |,  -. \ td 
And yet nor proud, as Proverbs go. 


| Nor, like the Ga/azts of her Sex, 


Does ſhe at greater Beauties vex. 

She does not with pale Envy frown, 

Becauſe ſhe wears the worſer Gowr.- - — 
Yet when her Service ſhe expreſſes - | 
To you, ſhed':wear her richeſt Dreſſes. {570 
Alas! that makes het: Wants feem'morez | | 

So Beggars richeſt rags are-poor.: ': © 


by + "—” 
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Forced ABSENCE. 1654. To T. BE *: IR 
We: keeps thee, Torr, fromviliting thy Friend? 

I gheſs the cauſe, &doubt thou canſt notmend: 
Thou art quite out of 'Robes, haſt no rioaths new; ': /: 
But what thou vapourd'ſt with in fifty two. ._._. _ _ 
Thou conrſt far ſhort of Horſes 3 they appear. 
More modiſh, and" their coats caſt twice a year. 
But one whole week. abſtain from tempting Ale 3 
"T'will be apparent by thy little Szale 3 
Tis ten to one thy Dad will not deny £# 
Any thing, if thou ask him not/to.dye. © i  - 


* I0- POEMS: 
And that he'll ſcarcely do, (his:Gonfſciencefuch 

Until thy Trap-ſtick tur unto a Crmob. 

O |! that thou hadſt a confcientious Father, 

Whoſe Eyes and Beard would kindly out together 5 

Whoſe watchful Providence fuch care would keep, 

To die whilſt thow/hadft Moiſture'left to weep. 

But if he rub on/ſtitl a few.more years, 

Rhewm will have ſpent the Stock of all thy tears, 

And Conght ſo waſte thy breath, all will-be gone, || 

Not any left thee-to create a'Groay, 


As P 20 | — IF" 
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The SHO WER. 1653. 
To Mrs. S. V. being in the Rain, raptine. 


th Sa looks a Sea+Nyarph, when ſhe leaves 
Her Bed, and: riſes 


'm the Waves ; 
Thus Flowers we m Water J 
That ſo — may their freſ keep. 
Your Trelſles are Tike Sofs bright Kayes, 
When he appears, in rainy days. 
Diana when ſhe did appear 

 F'rk [Fowntair; wias-not balf ſo-fair 3 
Her mrddy Gheeks deſerve a-Scoft, 
Although a bluſirdid ſet *em oft. 


The Shox ENJOYMENT. 1653- 
To the fame. 


H=x flattmng Fate; with hypocruick wiles! | 
L 1 Thou that ididfi.cheatmeneithSordonic ſinides) | 
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Didſt mount me to. receive the greater Fall > 

And give me. Honey thus to ſw Gall ? 

Thou ſhewd'ſt a chearfiul Conntenance, as they 
Who laviſh Smiles, but Smales that will betray, 
Though one Look from her can inrich my fate, 
There is no man but would mcreaſe his State. 

Alas! like Sun-fbize ſeen in cloudy. dayes, 

I only ſaw a glimmring of her Rayes. 

Fortune on ſome 'beſtowes a happy fate, 

Only to make them more-unfortunate. 

Beats for the Sacrifice were. crown'd with Wreaths s 
And ſometimes men are-brisk before their deaths. 
Deceiving twilight! checquer'd with the powers 

Of Light and Darkneſs ! .chus the April-fowers 
Drown'd the faint Swr-beas : Midwives daily try, 
Were born no fooner than have cauſt to cry. 
Thus did I ſee her, but ſoon loſt her ſight 3 

She, and the Sun withdraw their Beams at night. 


She, like a fatal flaſh of Lighting, ſhin'd 


With ſudden glance, only to ſtrike me blind. 


T—— 
— —=—— — 


The CONVEYANCE. 1654. 
To Mrs, S. V. 
Madam, 


Y thoughts were vain, as well as:hi 
M To hope the-favour-of your Eye. ay 


' You ſhed your Beams on Objeds fine, 
; On ſuch as do deſerve. your thine. 


- 
wy 
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Your Rayes.live at a higher Tate 
Than.Sofs 3, who:dog tys State : 
s 


'P; ONBSM) $i. 
in +8 Z; all | 6 
In torn 


us fou-dod:no lefs.. + 
oe. pac Ruſticks juſtl may, - 
In Haryeſt;wiſh a S$un-ſhine day's  :. 11h 
'Tis not a crime to: wiſh you here 5 -- Ms} 
For —_ you no dayes are clear. T 
This Paper rhymes,7-=;becauſe 'tis meet 1A}. 
A Lacquey ſhould not want his feet ; + - my 
Such is my Myſez who/icomes to py: ( a1 
Only this Letter to.canvey.:»: + | ri} 
Acceptance/almoſt1s 1ts: due 3 \.1f 
Since, MaHam, it was born for you. ir eofr4ht cite Link 
'Twill,n&n;appear,;:unlefs it be 29 \ 111511930 2Gt 
Adorn'd-an; your:rich L2ery. | 116, 1:41.14 4M 
For {it/agd Fercy.grow.1o. a" at Liver 
Vow Name eſt —_ a into Vaſe. 1 1: 919 Wi] 
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The FROST, 1654 Tv 1. W-L 


gl BI ſtreams are « ſetter d, and with us as rare, | 
As Fountains 1n Arabiax Deſarts are. | 
No tearg.jd#Voran's Eyes 7 their $kill is'Croft, . 

And chas moſt ready paboire now 1s loſt. | 
Our Noſe- __ freer. to Pearls, 'and Jewels there, | 
Like falvage [z:dians, we are forc'd to wear. = 
Bracelets niay'now. be cheap.3 our Lefſes try -- 
They can ſpit. forth: as: good/as:they can ys 
Glaſs-Fornaces are. $3 :heg an :Afs: | 
That will buy any, when he piſfes. G12, 7:0 
Surgeons, with all their;Lancets, do no good ; | 
| Our Veins are ſtufft with Coral, not with Blood. 


To 
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10} Tober th Rain the Service now's as hot, | 
14 | As *twixt two Armies joyn'd; .cach drops a ſhot. 
1} Each Hail a Bullet, ſhot with ratling noiſe 3 
1] And Snow (white-Powder ) filently deſtroys, 
7} If now our ſheep lye down upon the Graſs, j pie. ani. 
'} You'd ſwear how eacha || Boronetho was, mal. 
\.$. And there took rooting : for thus fixt they ſhow 
Like ſhowy Hillocks, or like breathing Sow. 
1147 Fiſh freeze 1 th' Deeps, and think't a happy lot 
i); Now to be caught and put into a Por. 
'' And Hares eyn frozen mn their Forms do lye, 
'*} As they had put themſelves into a Pye. 
U} Natures inllavd; her very Breath confin'd, 
0! Her Lungs are ſtopt, and cannot gather Wind. 
if; Sometimes ſhe's raging mad, and fiercely blows, 
2; Foaming and Froathing all the Earth with Snows. | 
11% Thoſe downy ſbow'rs appear ( which Boreas brings ) 
"7.*: As though the monlting Clouds had mew'dtheir wings 3 
12> What elſe is Swow but feather d drizzel, blown 
1 Fro' th' Sky,where their ſwift P;#n7075 late had flown 
'No other flights than theſe now haunt the Air, 
+ Till zwd with froft, they're forc'd totarry here. 
; The Airs fo thick it does like th' Dead-Sea flow 
' Where Birds, with feather'd Oars, can ſcarcely row: 
+ And hollow Clouds, rammid full as they can bear, 
: Diſcharge Hail-ſbot in Volleys through the Air. 
7: Thoſe Dew-drops that upon the Earth are found, 
Right Pearls they are, and pave the glitrring ground; 


1} Wherever any grafly Turf is view d, _ | 

1), It ſeems a Taxſee all with Sugar ſtrew'd. 

©) The Sea is one great Bliſter, till the Sun 

w Pierce the thick, skin and make the Water run. | 
0. | (Y 


"Twas 
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*T was ner the Sun's right Looking-Glaſs before 3 
Ice is the Chryſtal, lin'd with ſilver Oar. 

Bold Briitain (if bat to her (elf a Friend) 
All the World elſe ſeeks vainly her t offend. 


Safe-bulwarkt with two Walls that fates do grant ; 


With thoſe of Wood and theſe of Adaman. 
Ladies now teſtifie what Poets told ; 
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, 
True Pearls they weep, Sitver they void and Gold ; 


But, ah ! for all theſe Comforts they are cold | 
We Mer grow ſtiff | no puniſhmentis worſe, 
When former bleſſings turh a horrid curſe. 
Love cools 3 nay burning Lyſt is frozen dead, 
As cooling Metals loſe their ſhining Red. 


The Nuptial ſheets ev'n freez into a Tombs 


And Lovers, their own ſtates there become. 
If ſomeſmall Thaw from Nature's warmth appears, 
The aid 1s comfortleſs that ends in Tears, 


_- 


TheSHRYNE. 1665. 
Upon ſeeing her in a Scarlet-Velvet-Mantle. 


" A Qrora thus begins to riſe, 
When ſhe with Crimzſox trims the Skies ; 


But her weak beams are conquer'd ſoon ; 
Yours, Madam, truumph o're the Sun, 
Too fiercely they our Eyes aflail'd, 

If Moſes-like you were not veild. 
Infolded there, your ſweets make good, 
You are a Damask-Roſe 1 th' bud. 
Roſes, when they lay by their leaves, 
(Thoſe Ve/uet-Mantles Nature gives) 


{ 


| 


Loſe 
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Loſe their chief Vertue ; all confeſs, | 
You are moſt-ſweet without' your Dreſs. 

Yet fjnce we uſe with reverence, 2 

A .Carkaſs, when the Sozl's flown thence ; 
And when obedience here was ſhown, | 
They honourd Courts, though K:»gs were gone 3 
Let us, when we her preſence want, 

Adore the Shrine that held the Saint. 
Divines affirm our Churches are 

Sacred for th' Service offer'd there. - . 

Rich Mantle! when thou her doſt fold, 

Thou art the M;ze, and ſhe the Gold. 

Nature's Exchequer, where does lye 

The total of her Treaſury. _ 

The Zodiac never did intwine 

More Beauries, than are closd in thine, 

From her it takes the dazling Grace: 

The Szr-beams {hine ſothrough a Glaſs, 

Thus the expanded Chryſtal Sites 

That both inlight, and bleſs our Eyes; 

Yet ſerve bur as a glorious Skreen, 

For greater beauties are within. 

Nor 1s it vain to praiſe the Shell, 

And not the Pearl that there does dwelt 4 

It 1senough, if here my Maſe 

Cando, but as our Ladies uſe, 

When they on Lens ſet their minds; 

And only Candy ore the Rizds. 
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The KISS. . 1656. To Mrs, C. 


' JOLD not yourLips ſo cloſe; dif] 6 
A Treaſures, Perfumes, and Life f om thence. - 
{ | Squeeze not thoſe full-ripe Cherries ;, this 
Becomes a Simper, nota Kiſs. 

There's danger to lock up your Breath, 

It Conſin-German 1s to Death. ok 
None baggs up wind, the Merchant ſwears, 
Unleſs ſome wrinkled Laplanders.  *' 
What needs this Guard 3 it is frnall ſence 
Thus to hedge in a double Ferre. 

Clos'd Lips expreſs but filent Bliſfes, 
Andat the beſt are but dumb K7/es. . 
You are with Cxpid little kind, 

'To make him Dumb as well as Blind. 

| Such Smacks but ſhew a ſilentſtate ; 

{ Kiſſes ſhouldbe articulate. 

| - An open-mouthed Kiſs ſpeaks ſence, 

| Tt 1s the Lovers eloquence, : 
Let yours ſpeak our then ; there's no Bliſs 
To tl Pronuntiation of a Kiſs. 


The SCANDAL. 1656. 
 Opon Mrs. K. C, raiſing one. 


T_JOW now, mad K7#/ing, peeviſh Brat ! 
Canſt thou no ſooner ſee, than ſcrat ? 
That all who ſee thee, juſtly doubt 

AleFo 1n her Swathing-clont. 


! 
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Feat © 
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! Feat early Miſchief ! tell me why 

Thou ſought'{t ro wound me with this lie? 
What's my offence? is it not this, 

Becauſe I do no oftner kiſs ? 

What Fool would do himſelf the wrong, 
To venture half ſo near thy Tongne? 

Far worſe than Szakes, or Adders are ; 
Thou dangers doſt at both ends bear. 
Thow'rt worſethan Scorpions, who bring 

A cure themſelves for thoſe they ſting. 

But thow rt all o're with Yenomeſmear'd ; 
Thy very Looks are to be fear'd ; 

Not that thy Glances have a ſpice 

: Of Verws, but of Cockatrice. 

} Nor boaſt thy Flaxer Curls ; they be 

: As well fignsof a Leproſee. 

That Rock of Tow upon thy Head, 

Prove thereare Poyſon-pates, not Red. 


” 
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The Vertues of CANAR Y. 1656. 
Tune Iſaac's Balls, To My. G. H. 


| — will make a Coward Fight, 
And his Humour vary 3 
It will infuſe a Nobler Sp'rite, 
Than great HeFor's did carry : 
Nay it ſo willplay its part, 
He had rather ſpill a @nart 
Of Blood, than of Canary. 


Sack makes the daring Seaman wile, 
And reſolute as Phocion ; ; 
C 3 %. Not + 
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Not all the Artillery of the Skies, 
Can make'him alter his brave motion; 
Tho' Tempeſts rage, and Thunder crack, 
Let him be drowned firſt 1 in Sack, 
And a Fico for the Ocean. 


If you would have a DoFor wiſe, 
Beſtow on him a Pottle. ' 

All Wiſdom in the Bottom: lies, 

No Helicon unto the Bottle. 

And when he can pour down no more, 


He will upon his Knees adore : 
Bacchus, above Ariſtotle. 


Sack can make an A/derman wile, 
And venture at a Ditty : 
Twill make a Beggar's thoughts toriſe 
- Let his thirt be ne'r ſo Nitty. 
_It canmake ſweet the-crabbed face 
Of Sergeants, and coutroul their Mace, 
And melt the Rogues to pitty, 


If one how but a ſpark of Wit, | 
Sack will quickly ſhow! it 5 
And in troth I think 1 it fit; > 
By my example you ſhould know it 5 
For, as once my Lord Gray ſaid, - 
Lthis fine new-fing- pony "== fl 
But Sack made me the : 
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POEMS mn" 
The DELUGE. 1657. 


Upon the Death of R. Sanderſon Eſq 3 
by the Vn eption of a Vein. 


AD Deluge, this ! what could no Art reſtrain, 
Nor ſtop th' o'rflowing Chanal of a Vein ? 

A Flood in Harveſt thus deſtroys the hopes 
Of all the Year, and ſpoils the fruitful Crops. 
Bleft Nilus! thou deſerv'{t immortal thanks 3 
Thou profit bring'{t, when thou o'rflow'ſt thy Barks. 
Of all fad Deluges this was the worſt, 
And little leſs deſtructive than the firſt. 
Where's Swrgery become, that boaſted Theme ? 
No Sluce, no Flood-gate that can turn this Stream ? 
Shall the dull Dutch damm up the Springs o' th' Sea, 
And fetter Neptune, till his Tides obey ? | 
Yet our fam'd Artiſts ſtudy all in vain 
Toſtop the little Torrent of a Vein ? 
Let us confide no more in erring Du 3 
That great Phyſiciar may command our Truſt, 
Who ſtopt, by touching of his Garmert's hem, 
Th unruly Current of a Blogdy Stream. 
Nay more 3 by vertue of his ſole command, 
And ſacred Pow'r allow'd to Moſess Ward, 
Stop't the Red-Sea, and check'd the foaming Tide, 
Roaring and ſwelling with impetuous pride : 
And made the crouding Waves, on either hand, 
Like ſhining Walls of poliſh'd Chryſtal! ſtand ; 
He ! he alone ! ſuch Miracles can 2 
And ſtop thoſe Foxntains who firſt made em flow. 


C 4 The 


| But Healthwill ſoon create a Spring. 
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The RECOVER Y. 1657. 
Fo my dear S$. Mrs. S. S. 


O you recruit, tell me no more 

Of leſſer beauty than before; 
Yet where's the loſs ? fince ſtill T'fpy 
Thoſe Arched Brows, that ſparkling Eye, 
* Wherein ſuch contradiction: fix, : 
That Suzand Clouds together mix. 
Though neither conquer, yet both fight 
No Cloxd fo black, no Sur ſobtight. 
A Sun withno Eclipſe harm'd : 
A Cloud with Lightning ever arm'd : 
Then 1s not here each charming grace 
That formerly ſhin'd in that Face 
Thoſe modeſt ſmiles, whoſe native ſlight 
At once denies, yet does invite ? 
Like a Gilt-harneſt-valiant Foe, 
Whoſe Arms cry, Take me, Sword ſays 10. 
What Parts then do theſe wants diſcloſe? 
Becauſe each Cheek has loſt its Roſe, 
Your Lips their Cherries ? never fear ; 
Tho'th' Seaſorrs paſt, they'l ſpring nextyear. 
Your Sickzeſs did this Autumn bring 3 


———_——_—_— 


The POE T. 1657. 


Opon that incomparable Eutluſſt 
Mr. Jo. Cleveland. 


Wee reads Cleveland. ( Leader of the Pack.) 
| Caronzes Eſſences, and ſp'rit of Sack. 
"0 22k For 
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For what he drank, it was for publick uſe 3 

And, in his Brains, he did preſerve the Juyce. 

Where heated in his Head (that Chymic Stil) 

Wits-Eſſenceflow'd fro! th Spout of his rich 2u:/. 

The Sr thus moiſtureſucks, and after pours 

From cloudy Limbecks all the fruitful ſhowers. 

His wit was univerſal : like the Sun, 

It gilded every thing it look'd _ 

Some (as poor 2”, rich Subje&ts do debaſe; 

He (like great Mozarchs)did the pooreſt grace: 

By his rare faculty our Times were mov'd 

To think that barren Foreſts might b improv'd. 

Each matter hits aright to his defire 3 

His conqu'ring flame converted all to fire. 

The higheſt things did to his fancy ſtoop 

The Scythian ſo proud Bajazet did coop. 

His wit was free, not to ſet-rules confin'd ; 

But clear, and ripening like the Summer-Wind. 

Pleaſure and profit he from thence did bring ; 

As it makes Corn to grow, and Flowers to | RY 

He made the Company where *ere hecame 3 

And warm'd the coolnels, or elſe quencht the flame. 

Nor did he owe one help to any man, 

Like thoſe firſt Heroes whoall Arts began. 

His thriving thoughtsno Foreign Aids did need, 

But on their Frith Soyl alone did feed. 

He ner the way of our new Rhymer:s choſe, 

In racking, or (at beſt) Tranſlating proſe. 

To force his Fancy hedid never uſe, 

Like ſome who raviſh an unwilling Myſe, 

Was big with thought, yet happy 1nhis choice, 

Like the ſmooth'd tuning of a zat ral Voice. _ 
e 


: = __ . En N FOR "__ bs = 0 
4 » , 3h. 4 eats a 7 pe $3 116 af F , ad 4 Lg 
4 Y vw; 45 -o rho. . "3 ” GE... a4 - : : : £ A - 6] V . » ; 
« Abs on RE Y ; % * wn £.' + ep W + bf nes > $+ 4 : ? « ” ; F 4 
TCR 28 ren : IN AP - 204 + « —_ 47. "IN gz « , 
5H -+k - | TD 
bv . & % , —— x5 1 ha 
4 . _— i l 
4 A: : _ b 
P » 
- ch 0 


The SubjeF known, he did the h»monrs hit; 

. Firſt choſe the {aff then did the Ribbons fit. 
His Fancies joltled, were together preſt; 

' Puzzled he was to chuſe, not make the beſt. 
His Refuſe would inrich us all ; the poor 
Thrive thus by raking at the rich Man's door. 
He was more than us all! Imagine what ' 

He could fay of himſelf, and Cleveland's that. 


CO S———— 


DISCREET LOVE. 1657. To M. S. 


Eace, Syrexs, Peace! experienc'd harms 
- Serve but to antidate your Charms. 

The World's more wiſe now, than to ſeek 
Roſes and Lillies in a Cheek; | 
Coral in Lips; himſelf he mocks 

/ _ . That looks for Sun-bearrs in her Locks. 

- * "Or he who fancies thoſe blew ſtains 

' Saphyres or Violets, but Veins. 
None truſts an amorous Muſe, that ſings 
His Miſtreſs Breaſts two Ne&ar ſprings, 
Lockt up with Rabies, that there grow, 
Soft Marble Quarries, and warm Snow; 
That ſhe ſweats Amber, breaths ſweet Gums, 
 Voids Marmalad, and vents Perfumes, ” 

Beauty's the Sawce, that brings delight 
To Love, which 1s the Appetite: 
But Wealth's the Food; *tis a ſad pauſe, 
When hungry, to have only Sawce -. 
Thus fooliſh Boys neglect their meat, 
$0 they may aloke 'd Apples cat. 


Beanty 


Beauty 1s only in the Skzn.; 

The worth, and ſubſtance is within 3 
'Tis ſpoil'd when usd; now Gold's more bright 
With time, and uſe 3 Awrora's light 
Improves thus till the Sz does rife 3 
( That twenty-ſhillings-piece of thi skies ) 

Talk then no more of loving faces, 
Of outward parts, and inward graces 3 
Since Crpid's ſelf can ſtrike no heart 

In love, - without his goldex: dart. 


The Reſolute COURTIER. 1658. 


Rethee ſay I or no 3 | 
If thou't not have me tell me ſo, 
I cannot ſtay | 
Nor will I wait upon 
A ſmile, orfrown. | 
If thou wilt have me ſay 3 
Then I amthine, or elſe I am mine own. 


Be white or black ; I hate 
Dependence on a checker'd fate, 
: Let go, or hold ;_. 
Come either kiſs or not 3 
Now to be hot, 
And then again as cold, 
Isa fantaſtick Fever you have got. . 


A te- 


A tedious Wooe 1s baſe, 
And worſe by far than a long "4 
For whilſt we ſtay, 
Our _ ng ſpoils the Roaſt, 
tomach's loſt ; 
Nor can, nor will I ſtay; 
Forif I ſap not quickly, I will faſt. 


Whilſt weare freſh, and ſtout, 
And vigorous, let us to't : 
Alas, what good 
From wrinkled Man appears, 
Gelded with years 5 
When his thin wheyiſh Blood, 
Is far leſs comfortable than his Tears. 


LO IT 
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Right COURTSHIP. 1658. 


YHould I kiſs every one that's fair, 
x) Or marry all I court ; 
I like the Captair ſhould appear, 
That conquered every Fort, 
And nothing left for thoſe that love the $ port. 


What matter 1 though Power ſnarle, 
: That Itook not the Tows: : 
Since Idid bring her to a Parle, 

It rs as mach renown, 


As If I knock'd, and beat her Bulwarks down. 
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Self-intreſt 1s the ſafeſt claim, 
LetWealth, and Worth be had ; 
To level there's the ſureſt aim, 
And hethe wiſeſt Lad 
Who makes no Match, but by a Match is made. 


—— _— 


The PLAGIARY. 1658. 


Upor: S. C. 2 Presbyterian Miniſter, and Captain, 
ſtealing 48 Lines from Craſhaw's Poems 
to patch np an Elegy for My. F. P. 


Onſtrous and Strange! & ſcarcely heard of yet! 
M A Presbyterian, and pretend to wit ! 

Steel'd arrogance! to nibble at the crime 

Of Verſe, and meddle with that Dagon-Rhyme | 
Tremble, great Dogril Sir, atwhat 1tay ; 

For Verſe 15 Couſin German to a Play, 

But Poets may with Church-men well agree : 

David did Verſes make, and Prophecie. 

This is his canting Plea; but ſoft, Sir, ſtand 3 


Youarearraign'd for Theft, hold up JONmees 


Impudent Theft, as ever was expre 
Not to teal Joe only, bat the Cheſt. © 
Not to nib bits of Gold from Craſhaw's Lines, 
But fwoop whole Strikes together from his Mymes | 
Unconſctonable thief ! than * Hzzd far worſe; * a famous 
To rob one both of Money -and of Purſe, Robber: 
Thou, of thy Brethren-Taxers, get'ſt the ſtarr, 
In taking more than th' five ard twentieth part: 
Like to thoſe Fiends we Sequeſtrators call, 
Thy ſtretching Conſcience goes away with all. 

Arch 
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| Arch piece of Robbery! Gigantick knack! 
. To take both Goods and Houſe too on thy back ; 
. Quote Scripture fort, as'for Rebellion, ſay; 


Sampſon in Gaza took the Gates away. 
Th Maſe Phikra like, is turn'd a Mares 

And by his Pegaſas is coverd here. 

Unnat'ral Coxpling this as ere did paſs; 

As if his Pegaſus ſhould leap ant AF! 

Like a Drum-major, he with Zeal appears, 

Beating his Pulpit to get Volunteers.  - | 

Th ing furious Jehn, moſt men think 
Takes colour from thy Powder, notthine Ink; 

And thy Dragooning Genizs has a ſhare 

More in Salt-peter than Saint Peter's Chair. - 

How much the Cauſe owes to this Braves command, 
Who taught Rebel/ion both with Toxgue and Hand; 


a. As Balaam of his AF, he learnt this Frick 
' Of ſome ſuch Colt, both for to whee and krck. 


A Preacher { Captain, Thief, and Poet view! 
A Jack of all Trades, and of all Sides too. 
But Mar-text;how doſt thou declare thine hate, 
Ir joyning Poets. with the Biſhops Fate? 

O rail at Poets, but to ſteal their "ara 
To hate the Biſhops, but to: love their meas. 
Did parted Souls (as ſome have held) but know: 
Thoſe things are done by their left friends below + 
Think'ft thou deceaſed Pierport likes ſuch Verſe 
As thou haſt filch'd here to adorn his Herſe 2 
Judge but how ſuch an- A& thy ſelf would ſcan, 
A Thief fubſcribe thee for an Honei# Man. 


| 4 
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The OLD MAN. 1658. 
An Epitaph upon my Gr. My. T. S, 


ERE lies an aged Corps, whichlate ' 
H Incag'd a Soxl 3 whom neither fate, 
Nor Times, could change fromits firſt State. 


Oppreſt more with Age than cares ; 
Reſpefted more for Slver hairs 
Than Gold J for Wiſdom more than Years. 


Happy in every Child he had 3 
Happy inſelf, and only fad, 
Being born in good days, but deceas'd in bad. 


J halts _ 


The MOURNER. 1659. LY 
Upon the Death of my dear Father, Mr. W. S., » 


ET not the ranting Crew explode my Tears ; 
L Norſtopmy ſighings with their Mocks and Jeers: 
'| Suchas lament in Sack for Father's dying, | 
'Till Eyes look red, then fivear it came with crying 
Who to the Church fach modiſh Mowxrners come, © 
1 As ifthey meant to revel o're the Tomb. 
leave that road, ſo that I now forbear 
To ſtrew his Grave, but with a gaudy tear. 
For Drops of Ink are ſo that do Siſta 
From a luxuriant, or too 'trim a Quill. + 

| Nor let ſome think the grief is ſmall, where time, 
4 | And ſuch Compoſure is to build a Rhyme 
| Since 


7.7 - ch 


+ 5 o 


Since David's Mxſe did never __— riſe, 
Than whenit took its fountain from his Eyes; 
And if in theſe Lizes any Life can be, 

Or can tranſmit it to Poſterity 3 

'Tis but a juſt endeavour Life to give 
To that lov'd Perſon, who did a. me live. 
Not that I think this power in my Verſe, 

(The common Hatchmert riow of every Herſe) 
But in his Vertues, which they would declare; 
Theſe givethe life of which thoſe hope a ſhare. 
For thus a Pez that limms a good mars ſtory, 
Improves its own, wall as the ſubjefts glory: 

So every Duty 1s a Benefit, | 

And gains a bleſt reward for doing it, 

I wiſh I could his Vertues inntate, 

And praiſe together 3 ſuch a lucky fate 


|,  Befall that Orator, who as heſtood 


Praiſing his vertuous Friend, himſelf turn'd good. 


' His Zeal toGod and Church'glow'd with that hear 


Firſt Chriſtians usd, without the modern cheat. 

* Loyal to's Prince without the hope of gains, 

And conſtant too in midſt of lefs and chains, 

His Prayers were fervent, and his Faith was ſtrong, 
Still hop'd, although Rebe/l:on proſper'd _ 
Atlength the ſtorm blew o're, the skyes did clear, 
Ard light begunto gild our Hemiſphere. 

His breaſt with publick joy ſo over-flow'd, *Imprifoncd 
His Soul was forcd to leave its old aboad : patty 2+ vor- 
Yet like the dying Swan he tun'd his knell, ringhome vid: 
And with old S7meon ſung his own farewell, 


Tho | 
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Thus the long look'd-for Proſpe# Moſes gaityd; 
He faw, but-nere injoy'd the Promis'd Land. 


mn es 


Wires EPICEDIUM. 165g. 
Epitaph upon Mz. J. Cleveland. 


HR: lies great Cleveland | whom'tis fit, 
| To name the Phenix of true Wit. 

His Fateſuits ſadly with the name 3 

Since he expired in a Flame. 

A Fever ) hence this fate did come; 

The Myſes ſuffer d Martyrdom! 

He like the Phenix dy'd ! Alas ! 

Not like the Phenix bury'd was! 

Since with the Gums of his own Stile, ' 

He —_ not build himſelf a Pyle. 


The DIVINE. aha 
Upon Dr. Huit's Death by Cromwel. 


Aſh times, atnd men, to hurry hence 
What Ages cannot recompence | 
For by his timeleſs death we loſt 

The rarities of holy coſt. 

He try'd all Learning, and fromtherice 
Did cull the perfe& quinteſcence 
Hence was his Torgve with Eſſence tipt, 
His Lips inheavenly Ne@ar dipt. 

He pleas'd the Mind, and easd the Hearrt 5 
His Sermons twiſted Grace and Art. 
His Zeal was learn'd he could intice 

A man, with pleaſure, own a Vice. 
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POEMS 
Thoſe who:did hear his 'Ser-ons right, 

And pradtiegd, grew: good:with delight; 

He heard his Sertence with that chear, 

That upſtart. Lords their Titles hear. 

Let Traitors quake with crimes oppreſt 3 

Let guilt raiſe 'Earthquakes 1n their Breaſts 5 

Let a rebellious Agze ſeize . 

Their bloods, and 'Horrour turn difeaſe; 
Let ſuch ones tremble : Glortons Soul / 
Thou doſt thine envious fate controul:. 
What Coward arm'd with thy ſure Ward, 
Need fear a Tower or a Guard ? 

Halberds and Troops ( tan in right ſence ) 
Servd but to guard thime Innocence. 

Thy Cauſe, and Sprrit makes us vow 

Thy Judges ſuffer'd; andnot thou, | 
Their bloody Sentence ( to'their ſpight-) 
More then their Pardor, did thee right; 
The Axe cut them; and'once they] know 
They hadby far theworſer. blow. 

Thy riſing Soul was then more tall, 

When others ſtoop, juſt at thy fall ; 

Sol biggeſt is, when his does.come 

To reft thus in his Weſter home, 

In Seas he ſets, and thou in fears 3 

Thine Ocean far more deep appears. 

And when thou doſt in Glory riſe, - 

Thy beams will daze.their blood-fhot-Eyes. 
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The''A' DA WI T E. 1659. 


Upon the loſs of a Ladies Linnens : 3 all her $ "_ 
and Cloaths' being ſtolen. 


A? am of temper'd Cley was rais'd ; 
His Body with rich Linner cagd , 
An earthen Ve ſet finely glavd. 


vi $ 


But Eve was of x purer Frawie $- 
She from compleated Adaxe came : 
From the young Sure ſo ſhin'd the F lame. 


To him ſhe ſeenrd a glorious fight 3 
Her very Nakedneſs was et 
Thus is. the Moor (&ix'd ove with light. - 


. 


Her ' 0EDELL, no Coverings had : 0 | oy "| 
"Twas Gwilt did;cauſe the Fig-leaf ſhade :_, 
As Beams are hid by Clouds they made. . 


Beſides, the: Spring-time x now invites 
Nature, to bleſs our wondring fights, 
With her rare Cloſet elights. 


Lillies Ghoſe Hooins ofthe year ) 
Their Snowy Beſoms now appear 3 TS | 
Each opening, her lacd Stomacher. \ 


i | Tulips ſtart from cir Winter-beds, 

fe Unfolding t ick Caverlids 5 

| Lie bare, = ew their Maiden-heads, | 
D 2 Roſes 
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. Twas try'd of old when feather d* Arrows flew, 


Roſes although with bluſhes born, 
Their green-ſ#k, Plackets now are torn, . -- 
And ſhew their beauties to the Mor. 


Your | Hand faire Lady, then hold. by, 
Or kindly let my ſearching Eye 
Through thy Lattice of; your Fingers pry. 


The Ruſſian Empreſs need; not. fear, | 
If Cold or ſhame would Coverings wear, * Arich @ 
She's cloath'd with native *-Mzmiver 


_—_— xs 


The ARCHTRAITOR. 1659. 
Upon the Death of Oliver Cromwell. 


HE Mysſes, hike the'Cavaleers, confin'd, 
(For Wit and Loyalty are beſt, when joyn'd ) 

Have now their |iberty : the time affords 
Poets touitetherr Pers, and thoſetheir Swords : 
Fhe Tyrazt knewby both he might'be harm'd ; 
So Playes he voted down, and them difarmrd. 
For he did doubt whether more hurt might riſe, 
Or from the Stardiſp, or the Mortar-piece. 
Arnrd againſt Swords,but not *gainſt Cleveland's 2 wil 
More ſharp than Porcupines, 1t piercd his Steel. 


They far*more Foes than all our Cannons, flew. 
*T was this made him fo cautiouſly ſevere ; 

Poets and Souldiers tam'd, he vid not fear. 

But all his cruel Policies were vain'®*  -* 
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Helicon rougher runs when'es Uiſturb'd;;s of 
And Pegaſa# kicks: more for beihg curb'd;: #/ 
Who did his Provarrt.,and his Carb negle&3;i.0) | 1 5 
| Nor would thoſeclear Streams his grim'looks refleR. 
Tis true, a S/ave or two, toſhew his face; - 1 gmeof + 
Made S7x, not Helicon his Looking-Glaſs; our fam'd Po- * 
' Their Curkiſb Soulsand fancies were fo vain £35 heyy 
' To lerve as Footſtools to. that Tamberlane. be here' exa- 
Their mercenary Bays as largely ſpread ' _ ined. 
Upon the Tyrart's as the Princeshead. - - -Oneinored - 
Baſe! that in verſe Revel;o# ſhould appear; Poet, his Pane: | 
—| As though Apollo were turn'd Precbyter. 52 vpon0- | 
As the Myſes (ſtirred up by zealous wrath) ., -/ 
4 Should lend their Treaſures tothe Publick Faith, 
Wretches ! who if they live to' better days, - 
May merit Hempen Wreaths, inſtead of Bayes.' - 
Wit, like true Courage, never ſhould abate, 
) | But bravely ſtandunmoydin ſpite of Fate 

Confront the Tyrant in his guarded Dez, 
And, like bold Brut»s, ſtab him with a Pex. "He fwdir,and | 
then laid it on . 


* Nero ſet Rome on fire, a crime Severe! theCbriſtians,. 
Nel! fir d three Kingdoms,and then warm'd himthere 5 
Play'd o're the Flames, and long exulting ſtood'; - | 
Then ſtrove to quench them with the Natives blood. 


Nor was't enough to make our Pxrſes pay 

But Texes on our Conſciences to lay. 

We might connive not only at his Guilt, 

But take on us the blood the Tyrant ſpilt. 

The Commons did it ; he like Plate, ſtands ; 

And we the Water hold to waſh his hands. | 
[ D 3 Pro- 
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Protig aciogads'l kirdie = SOLENT we 1 
chicfeſt -pow'rs'both'of the Earth-arid Sky! - 
Ag both God and: mm ares alone ; io: 
iſt one froth! Churchyrhe other from the Throne,” 
His facrilegions handsat'once pluck'd down | 
The ſacred Myter, and-the regal Crow. 
The Gr# ces, and the Myſer he aceusd,... 
Becauſeby's luſt they- would notbe abus d. 
And yet This devillith Hypoerite wonld'pray, 
| Sr would ory,andthen betray. 
co mherfeiring roanshe hid -his wiles, 
e treacherons fobs of Crocodbles. 
His gg like thoſe of baefirt Tew did trill, g 
Whoſe baneful drops their'neighb'ring Treesdo Kill, 
His whiving always did'portend ſomeharm: 
So hardeft Marbles weep againſt a Storm. - 
His Trulyes-cheated, und! his Smiles 99s; 
In Velugt-chabbard lay: his murd ring 996654 21 
His poysnous heart #i' Beds of Flowers lay 5 
Like. er intowhith their - -nowagal At 
A Soelor-Hpple, rotten at the Coar : 5 
A Peſtilential Bubo plaiſter'd/ ore 12 W02l 5. 
Butnow the Botch is broke 3/ his Reigh is done, "_ 
And he himſelf into Corruption ran.” | Wi 
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Ardon, great Souls, 
So near, as your Wabdro 
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Your ſecond Coronation day. 


| Then will thoſe 2ouldy Garments ſhine 
'} Like that pure ſ#f, which them muſt line. 


Aird by the intluence of a, Ray, 

Stronger then what gives life to Day. 
Which will new cloath that Beldame Night 
With robes, ſpun of eternal light - 

Will make the Sun in Cyzders lye ; 

That Phenix in its Neſt to dye, 


1 | For it would be a needleſlight, 


When every object is more bright. 


Ift be allow'd tocall ito, - | 
Whenno degree nor ſpace is found; 
But an immortal Nuzc goes, round. 


This thought ſuch deep impreftions makes, | 


| My muſe with awful rev'rence ſhakes. | 
Methinks I hear the Truxpet's ſound ; 


The Marbles now diſcharge their truſt, 

And faithfully return their Duh... | 
Behold the quickmng Artozes. play, 

Invited by an heavenly ray. 

In cloſe embraces dancing round, 

Till eachits old poſition found, | 
Uniting then. with joy, they reſt 3 | 
Form'd to a Temple fitly dreſt | 
Tohold the bright: deſcending Gueſt. 


D 4 
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\4} Yourroyal Wardrobe, wherein reſts . 
i} Your Garniture in MarbleCheſts. -\ - 
71 Safely lockt up, to make mare gay 


That ſhining time we once nuwſt know, . - - 


' An Earth-quake ſtrikes the palſy'd or oun 4 > 
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Conveyd into its ſhining Caſe 3 
As Sun-beames into Chryſtal paſs. 
Thus animated from aboye, - 
Look how the riſing Monarchs move ! 
With lofty een they Earth deſpiſe ; 
|| Gods now indeed, and worthy Skies ! 
Attended by a fitting Train, 
Which humbly at their feet had lain, 
No Subje@ boaſts a nobler ſtate, 
Than on his Princes duſt to wait. 
Kings honour bring where they reſort, 
Making ev'n Golgotha a Court. 
From Heav'n amongſtthe Angels came 
A glitt'ring Wayter called Fame 3 
Breaking her Trumpet with a blaſt; 
For what needs Fame when time is paſt ? 
Here other Heralds then appeard, 
Thoſe Poets that were there interr'd : 
'Tis fit they ſhould ſome glory ſhare, 
Who did 24 much advance it here, © 
Juſt as all theſe prepard to fly 
To the ſhining Rerdezvors r th' Sky 3 
- Two Monſters from their filth did cranl x 
« Offring to riſe, ſtill down they fall; - '' 
Their blood-ſhot eyes, with gloating ſhame, 
Too weak to bear theheavenly flame 
Of ſuch a Preſence dazling bright, | 
With glory crown'd and roabd with light. 
One of 'em witha glaring look, | 
Swelling with ſpite, and fury ſpoke. 


" Who will notloſe by changing place, 7 


Theſe 
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|] «Theſe are but Kzngs, and Cromwell, [! 
| «They at my Genius usd to 


fly. 
«Neath ( that great Tyrant ) being dead 
«Why ſhould we petty Momarchs dread ? 
«What makes us ſo dejected lie? 
«Thoſe vainly fear that cannot die, 


«To a& what we before have dane 3 
«Quoth danm'd remonſtring * Iretor. 


[4 


«Yet die ws will rather then ſhun 2 * That Villain 
nares 


Þ ou 7, Is th prepard, was the mo» 


Red fury from their Beacons glar'd 5 cauſe of 
Their heads the groveling ſerpents reard. che K ING) 


--------Fame then reply'd----- 
*Avaunt, thou odious ſpawn of Night 3 


* Thou Beam r th' very Eye of Light ! 
*Wer't not enough you did defile 


| (*Nay worſe, profan'd ) this hallowd Soyle 3 


*Reducing it to ſo vile price, 

«Like Egypt's it may turn to Lice ? 

«*Were't not enough you did invade 

* Their Throne, but you ufurp their Shade? 
« Purſuing themev'n to the Tombe, . 

*And now dare 1n their Preſence come ? 

* You ought to be ( for this bold crime ) 
*Damn'd down to Hell before your time. 


Like red-hot Iron then On owe, 
Yet nothing ſhin'dunleſs his Noſe. 


Of. 
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Of red and blew mixt was the flame ; :/. | 
As it from Fire and Brimftoze-game...” 
The. Azgel fanning further ſtay,  . 
His Heavenly Barter did diſplay 3 -.. 


Struck with its Lightmng, down: they fell 
For ought I know, as deep as Hell. ' 
—_— the ſhining preſence bowed, 
And Hahlelyjabs fang/ aloud. ._: . 
All raviſt'd with the icaventy noiſe. 
Amazd op'd my ;wondring Eyes. 
When nothing dul to themalas ! appear, 
But all theſe Glorres , vaniiled 1nto A4ir. 


Such power rtly ſacred Croſs did dwell, 2 


ROO —————— 
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The ABSENCE. 166. . 
To Captain Ben. Marſhal {eavizg Newark. 


Ood-Fellowſhip begins to mourn, 
Andin ns A efinds its Urze, + 
When now we meet, 'tis to contdole - - 
Our Bodies rob'd*of thee; the Soul: 
And fince thou art ffom' Newark fled, 
Both Sackiand Alefor' grief are dead. 
Thus ſtanding Prot ban to ſtink, 
When Sol is abſent; or does wink. 
Exciſe men much' thy fliteing curks, | 
Since leſſer Income ſwells their purſe. . 
For what thou drank'ſt, by ſome 1s ſaid, 
To make ten of *erithrive otly Trade. 
In vain Town-Mrſick ſeeks tocheer 
Our griets, whilſt ſprightly Bez's not here. 
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'\'4 For without thee'the Boy thatifings | , 
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[5 hoarſe, his Fiddle-wanteth firings. 


4 All that to Church on: Sundays come 


| | Wiſh thou wert there, or allelſe dumb 3 


Or 


" Since without thee they howl;-not-fing: "Zo - 
| Like jangling Clowns that cannot ring. 4 2d 


They ata at Pſalms, as:do the Chyzmres, > - 


_} And ſpoil 'em worſe than Hophizts Rhymes. ly FM 
4 When thou wert here all did admire, 1 fr 


To hear, both Qrgazs and the Choire: . 


| Thy Vaice form'd theirs; whenthon didſt ſing, + {+ 
:| Thou wert bath finger and the-ftring; nt = 
.} Thou mad'{t the Tune 3 and all men ſay 


Thy breath did make their Pipes to'play. : +37 © 

To my dear Br. .Mr.W. Shirmat, Merchant,” 
| F*Alk not of Mount Parnifſs ! fince I wiite' 
Offach a ſubject as tranſcendsits height. © *- - 


OO "I 


© ] Where the-Muſescannot mount 5 their winged Steed | 


(Tho Fame and Lightning cannot reach his fe _ 


| Muſt flagge below, when he would try this Cliff, 
__ And ſoar up to the Pyke of Thenariff. £41 


Some Hills are perruKd ore with Trees and Snows, 


Others wear wreaths of Clonds about their brows $ 


But thou, imperial Moxzr, artmorerenown'd ; 


| Since thouart only with the Heavens crown'd. 


Olympus and the hills of Arrarat, 
Compar'd to thee, ſeem as a lowly Flat. 


Pelion 
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Pelion: and Ofſz (though they proudly bear 

Their wa, a6 Dovarſs, yer but 7 Foutſtools are. 
Other great Mon-tairs (though not half ſo high) 
Weary the Foot, whilſt thou doſttire the Eye: 
Thou art * SoÞs Forxace, where he lights his Torch 
When he firſt peepsfrom out the Eaſtern porch. 
Had thoſe old Gyants known'thee when th' aſlail'd 
The Gods, their Palzce they hadeasly ſcald, ,,, ;. 
Had N:mrodever of thy tallneſs known, Summit is 
His Babel never had been thought upon. Fe calcd 
Had Noah of this Mowntain ere heard tell, @+19o. 
The Ark had uſeleſs heen, and he as well. 


Was now my Muſe as = of foot as you, -- 
(Who here climb'd high as ever Eagle flew) 
She then would trace your ſteps 3 and in the Story, 
Prove that high Peek ſome leagues below yourglory. 
Hannibal's march o're th' ahs needs no ſuch ſtir ; 
Since it was feazible with Vinegar. 
 Sackhere was requiſite 3 which Poets ſing 1A fre 
Can mount one higher, thanan Eagles Wing; 
[| 4tolfo's Horſe C which Arieſto quotes) * '': > 
Was fed with Grapes (no doubt) inſtead of Oats,; 
That gave him Wings ! my Pegaſis might dare. 
To mount as high with the ſame Provernder. | | 
And ſince ſuch ſtoredoes from your--1fands come 3 
If you would ſee him ſoar, pray ſend him ſome. 


An 
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An Hyſtorick Poeni. 1660. 


Upon the bleſſed Reſtauration of his Sacred Maje 
y Charles the Second, &c. , fr 


The PREFACE. 
'T 59, theſe Thoughts gain not Charls his ſight, 


To give him his, gives me my right. 
And yetnow to approach ſo near, 
May rather dazzle me, than clear. 
Since Mercxry 1s ſcarcely known 
ough Prince of Wit) when near the Suy. 
Loyalties due, although not heard ; 
And, Vertue-like, brings its reward. 


From Mount Parnaſſws, my defire 
To Sioz ſometimes does afvire. 
I thoughtit but a fitting ſtate, 
That Myſes on the Graces wait. 


From hence let not the Reader fear 


I am a rhyming Presbyter. - 

As tho my Mxſe (when buta Child ) 

Did go to School to Robir Wild. | 

Or that my Pegaſis would too *A Rhyme- 
To ride in * Captain Wither's Theop. IO 


(Though he be wither'd)) are yet green. his in Rhyme. 
That Leprous Syrian _ admit P Ge!» pag 
To waſh 1'th' Jordan of their Wit. ; 
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Not for to cure. him, but to pleaſe; 
They made him proud of his Deſeaſe. 
Though forte of theſe Ith' Front appears 
Il Myfter too; if batYth' Reey. | 

And though their Carnoxs loudly roar, 
Some ſound comes from my Piſtol-bore. 


1 4 


— 
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The Reſtauration and Welcome. 1660. 


An Hiſtorical Poem pon the: Return of King \ 
. my Charles the Second. 4 


Reat Britain's Sopl, like HEgypy's, fertile turn'd 
(; By overflowing of its Natives blood: 
Thus did the Compoſ#of the Houſer burrrd 

Fatten the ground where Priaw'sCity ſtood. 


Her Boſom ſcarce was-more bedew'd with rain, 
Than with thoſe precionsdropsher Children bled ; 
And manur'd with the heapsof Bodies flain 5 
She grew 6 rank; that only! Weeals ſhe bred ; 


: Buck Weeds as ſuckid the beart-bleod of the Land, 


\' Sother'd each ftuttful Pantand pleaſantFlower. 


'  Sodidthe thin bad Ears of Pharoh ſtand , 


Ang all the full and ;hopefulones devour. 


_ Nor conld the Shrubs, thinkmuchiatſfuch a blow, 

- Oe know how to-divert thefatal ſtroak 3 (low, 
* When thoſe cursd.. Rebels that brought them {o 
Cut down, alis/}Great Britains Royal Oak, 


| 


« 1 


| _ The Sun, tho fer atnight, willriſe ith? Morn : 


| 
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' ACrime that blaſts. our former Lawrels won, 


Sullies thoſe Trophies that aurSyresdid yield i: 
Saint Georges bloody Croſs we cannot own, | 
Since now 'tis ldſt within a bloody Field, 


What hope oftuture Glory, or of Fame? 

For with the Sun the waſting light muſt go 3 
And we have loſt, to our-eternalſhame, 

Not only Honour, butthe Fountain too. 


Succeſs mean time did the bold Rebels crown 3 
Succeſs 1too oft the thieves, and Murd'rers boaſt: 


Proſperity A true renown; 


Since oft t 


- 


y merit leaſt, who thrivethe: moſt. 


If Wrongs may be eſteem'd by their Sxcceſs 
Let us praiſe Ceſar, whoinflaved Rowe, 

And think that richer Crowns their heads muſt bleſs, 
Who causd, than thoſe that ſuffer d Martyrdom. 


Worth, when oppreſt, finds all its Solacehere ; 

This quickens Hope (that Shield againſt diſtruſt) 
Without whoſe arguments, weak thoughts may fear 
* There is no refurreionfrom the duſt. | 


Faith (that great Optzc&) whoſe quick piercing force 
- .. Fixes the wand'ring glances of our eyes, 

And guides ( like Gallileo's Glaſs )their courſe, 

To make Diſcoveries above the Skies 3 


By whoſe. clear evidences we poſleſs 


: Heayen in reverſion,and diſpairing ſcorn 3 
By whoſe Philoſophy we ſurely gueſs 


"TL was 
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"Twas this kept us alive 3 for hopes that are 
Founded onreafon, credit may obtain : 

Since to our Charls Heav'n did ſuch bleffings ſhare, / 
We could notthink that he was born in vain. 


We might as well conclude the glorious Sun 

Had, to no otherend, his light. beſtow'd 3 
Then idly round about the World to run, ', 

And that his quickning Beams bur vainly glow'd. 


Altho he from his Kingdoms wereexil'd z 
Forein experience did increaſe his ſtore : 

Thus in mga | was Hell beguild 3 
Since he at laſt was richer than before. 


Nor did it ſhow as Heaven took not his part, 
Becauſe his fortune before theirs did fall ; 

Since he who ſhardin the Almighty's heart, 
Was perſecuted by a wicked Saw. 


Moſt mendid fear our happy dayes weredone, 
Since Charls (our joy ) was clouded from our fight; 
The World's end thus is gueſ#d becauſe the f Sun 
Grows lower than it wonted, and leſs bright. 


+ Since Prolomy took its height 1400 years ago, its height is dv 
clin'd 30 minutes. 


But thanks to Heav'n we happily miſtook, 
And now rejoycein our deluded Eyes: 
Thebleffing came when we leaſt for't did look : 


The Sun thus loweſt ſeems juſt at its riſe. 


do 


POEMS. io 1 
9. 2. 


| Man's life's a Sea 3 when fortunate,it's ſmooth, 


But when afflicted, then the Waves are rough * 
Twixt Storms and Billows toſs'd he ſcornd 'em both, 
Like a jtout Friggat that is Weather-proof. 


AfiiFions, on right objedts well apply'd, 

Bring Crowns 3 as ſhowers make our Roſes grow: 
And'like to Gold within a Fornacg try'd, 

His ſplendor's greater and his vertue too. 


Phebus ecclipsd attradQts the greater gaze, 
As tho oblig'd more to his loſs of light : 
Scorch'd with the fury of the Dog-ſtar's blaze, 
The ground's requited by the dewy Night. 


Heroick Charls his croſſes then eſteemd 
As his Refiners, Lees purgericheſt Wines: 

Amidſt his troubles he moſt glorious ſeem'd : 
Incompalt thus with Clouds bright Phebas ſhines; 


| Inured to Affliction ( Vertue's School ) 


For future Empire he was made more fit , 
Our Prince here follow d his = _—_ rule ; 
Upon whoſe brows Thorns before Gold did fit. 


Nor can it as a baniſhment be ſaids - 
 Heonly travel'd to increaſe his ſtore : 
Flowr's ſo tranſplarited from their Native bed, 


"Their beauty, ſweetneſs, goodneſs is the more. 


E | | Fur- 


Further that Rivers run they more improve: 

'Tis ſaid that things far fetcht our Ladies pleaſe 
Nothing but worthleſs weeds do float above, 

We dive for Pearls into the deepeſt Seas. 


y. 3. 
Ergland (till ſenſeleſs of thathappy ſtates = 
Which by a Prince ſo hopeful the might gain, 
O're-aw'd by fear, or overſwayd by Fate, 
Like ſtubborn Atheiſts, will her crimes maintain, 


2 


Scard by our Crimes, and blinded by our fins, 
We like thoſe ſalvage Idians appear; 
Adore the Fiend, infnared by his Gynns, 


And pay him homage out of {laviſh fear. 


Thus have I fometimes certain flowers ſeen, ( Shade: 
Whoſe leaves were ſhut to th' Sun, but ope to th' 
As more obliged to that killing Skreen, 
Than to thoſe beams, from whence they Being had, 


Rebellious Scotland firſt did ope her Eyes ; 
Scotland ! the ſource of Treafon, and our Woes: 
F Charls the Second ſhe expettsa prize 
is _ as ſhe in Charls the Firſt did loſe. 


ling him the price of blood ſhe had, 
g Dn ſhe ſells to Second Charls his Crown. 
Too wily Scot || this bargain 1s as bad, 
Since now for that he muſt himfelflay down. 


|| By tying him to hard and baſe Conditions, as to take the Cor 
venanr, 


Too 


Too high a price forall the Crowns on Earth, 
Though all conſtellate in one Diadeys ; 


His Vertueswell confider'd, and his Birth, 
They cannot him deſerve, though he may them. 


Butlet not here Poſterity miſtake 3 
Boaſt of her Heroes Scotland juſtly dares 5 
Condemn not all the Twelve for Judas ſake, 
Heav'n ha#its falling, well as fixed ſtars. 


Amongſt which glorious Sparks inhis high Sphere; 
Shines great Mo#ttoſs, the glory ofthis Age 3 

Who brave, did like the Roman Curtins dare, 
Periſht his Country's Judgments to afſwage. 


flis pious valour laſting glory got, 

When he alone, to aid his Arg durſt come : 
Thus Decizs did Himſelf todeath devote, - 
- And battled thouſarids to preſerve his Rowe. 


Heroic Soul ! until all time be gon, 

His fame ſhall largely ſpread 3 until he come 
With his firſt Maſter to thejuſteſt Throne; 

And therereceive their Crowns ofMartyrdome. 


Thoughnot with fuch Poetic fury fir'd, 
His vaſt heroic a&tions to rehetrſe ; 
Yet with a rhyming gueſs I aminſpir;d $ 
And Prophecies themſelves were ſpoke in verſe. 


|[Hewhocontriv'd thy death, (although Areyle | fag 
Thar bt Fox) before. one year he ſee, juſtly. 
Shall, like to Hamar, bothin fate and guile, 
Periſh upon that Croſs he reard for thee. 
E 2 See 


| 


52 POEMS. 


Q. 4- 


See now what Vertue in a King cart doe |! 
His great example has madeScotlgnd good. 


To cure her Leproſie ſhe now _ go 
To bathe in Jordans of her Natives blood. 


His goodneſfsand his Royal partshave won 
More than whole Armies everdid before ; 

All Scotland now does to his ſtandard run, 
To help his other Kingdoms to reſtore. 


To England ( his choice Vineyard ) he is gone: 
Where though his faithful Scrvantsmurder'd were: 

He thought they would not to ſuch madneſs run, 
Or durſtattempt to violate the Heir. 


But ſhe, beſotted with her ſlaviſh ſtate, 
This bleſſed opportunity did ſhun 3 
Stood idly, careleſs of a better fate, 
And though,in darkneſs, would not meet the Sun 


Thus did ſhe flight her glory, and her pride, 
And to that Idol-Cromwel ſtill incline : 

So Chriit was by the Gadarexes deny'd, 
Who valu'd him far leſler than their Swzze. 


Though their vaſt odds, and uſual ſucceſs, ,, , 
Sufficient were to cool a Ceſar's blood {tel of Wire 

* So undauntedly he charg'd that all confeſs fter- 
Nothing but Erglands Sins his Arms withſtood. 


Oh| 


[C5 


1" 


ret- 


POEMS 33- 
' Oh ! that I had now an heroick Vein, 

His brave heroic Attions to relate: 
Although his Army lay abouthim ſlain, 

His Vertue yet did triumph ore his Fate. 


Horatims thus withſtood Porſerna's Hoſt 3 

Such was his valour, ſuch his love to Rowe 3 
And leaping into Tyber, well might boaſt 

To make Retreats ſo was to overcome. 


Through Troops of foes he undiſcover'd. rides, 
Till unto bleſſed Boſcabel he got * 
Tolittle Zoar, with his heavenly Guides, 
From blinded Sodom ſoeſcaped Lot: .., 


To him, as to God's Iſrael, wasallow'd 

A ſure defence againſt the /Egyptier ſpight 3 
He march'd behind the Bulwark of a a 

A Blind to thoſeit was, to theſe a Light. 


Not their proclaim'd Rewards nor curious Spyes, 
Nor (-ro-ewellsluck in Plots, this prize could win 
As he had been a ſecond Paradice, 
His careful Guardian was a Chernubin. 


Bleſt Charles then to an Oak, his ſafety owes 

The Royal-Oak! which now in Sorgs ſhall live, 
Until it reach to Heaven with its boughs 3 

Boughs! that for Loyalty ſhall Garland: give. 


E 3 Let 


F I” POEMS 


Let celebrated Wits, with Lawrels crown'd, ( braws; 
And wreaths of Bayes, z boaſt their triumphant 
Twill eſteem my (elf far more renown'd 
In being honour'd with theſe Oaker Boughs, 


The Gemii of the Druids hover here, 

Who under Oaks did Britains glories (ing 3 
Which fince in Charles compleated did appear, 

T hey gladly came now to prote& their King. 


Thus God for him did Miracles create, 
And Moſes-like with ſignal bleiÞings grac'd : 
To paſs the Britiſh Seas, was then a 4 (palſsd, 
Not leſs, than when he through the Red-Sez 


Thus he (at once both ME. Heaven's care) 
For landing-place his Noryrandy did chuſe ; 

Whoſe glad Inhabitants, with earneſt prayers, 
Beggd for that blefſing which we did refuſe. 


In Paris now receivd with jealous eye 3 
Nor can we juſtly tax that Prince's fear : 
Since in his Chronicles He may eſpy 
What bus'neſs our fftb — toe. once had there. 


Thoſe Titles that his Birth, and Merits claim'd, 
More than the League with Oliver did work 
And that French King might be as little ſham'd 
_ To flighta Chriſtian rince, as court the || Turk. 
{| Not ſeldome uſed by that Crown. 


But 
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9 But Charles, diſdaining a Diſcharge to hear, 
nt Left that inconſtant Prince with fitting ſcorn 5 
| A baſe indignity ! which France may fear, 
And Frenchmen rae that areas yet unborn. 


Yet, in return for this poor ſhort retreat, | 
BraveTork, fights ' 'em, that he may requitez 
Whoſe Valour did the Crown more ſurely ſet 
Upon that Head ufurps his Brothersright. 


By whoſe brave Actions, France with terrour ſces 
' © Whathe can do, when he an Army brings ; 
For if his fortune with his worth agrees, 
d, Upon his Sword depends the fate of Kings. 


In Holand now great Charls keeps his ſmall Court, 
| Where hetheir native bruitiſhneſs converts ; 
To whom great Foreign Statiſts make reſort, 

T adore, and wonder at his mighty Parts. 


Oblige him, Holland, with thine utmoſt fate, 
His wants do now. as thinedid once invite ; 

Our blood and treaſure did advance thy State z 
Serve him, and thou wilt fully us requite. 


And now the great || Iberia Monarch wooes || King of 

His preſcence : Joſeph thus his Keepersbleſt. Spain. 
A Treafure ! which, when known well, he will chuſe 
| Before the precious wonders of his Eaſ?. 


Here was he fixt; and patiently did wait, 
J —_ 2 
Until the Stars each accident did fit ; 
Till Heavens prefixed time had ripor'd fate ; 
t |  Thatwe the fruit of all our Prayers might get. 
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The Tempeſt, which for ſixteen years had rag, 
Could not continuelong it blew ſo faſt, 

As men in mortal Agonies ingag'd, 
Their breathings are moſt violent at laſt. 


With loud commands the dreadful Prince oth Air 
Summons his bluſtring miniſters to blow 3 
Thetrembling Trees ſo palfi'd are with fear, 
Their Leaves not only fall but Bodies too. 


And 'tis but fitting Stateſuch ways ta try 3 | 
Their Roots Folk the Center where they fell: 
When bloody Tyrants, and Uſarpers die, 
All paſlages are ope that lead to Hell. 


Some Nat raliſts, who deeply'r ſearch than form, 
And into th' hidden Wombe of Canſes pry, 
Prefume thoſe violent Autummal ſtorms, 
Proclame aloud the Tyrazt now muſt die. 


They ſay that Fiends did ply the Be!lowes fo, 
And over-heat the Formace lo beneath 3 

The intenſe Air broke through, and made ours blow, 
And raging flames did make the Oceaz ſeeth. 


But*tis below the candor of a Mufe 

To ſtrike the dead 3'tis left to abler pow'rs 5 
Nor is ſuch weakneſs proper for rhe uſe 3 
 Ale@o's laſhes pierce more deep than ours. 


Crom- 


Cromwel ( that bloody Rebell.) being dead, 

Our hopes, like Sol in Wzter, late did riſe 3 
Which in few minutes after hides its head, 

Or wears a mask of Clouds before its Eyes. 


For lo ! our Cup of wrath again is fill'd ! 
One ofhis Sozs the Tyrant does ſucceed ; 
Although the pld peſtiferous Serpert's killed, 
We ſtill are plagwd with the invenonrd breed, 


What hopes although a gangren'd member be 
Cut off, whilſtit does to another ſpread ? 
Hercules found the Hydra would notdye, 
' Untill he had cutoff the ſeventh head : 


Mozck our Alcides was, the brave Saint George 3 
Who to ſet England free, the Dragon \lew 3 
Deſtin'd by Heaven to that mighty Charge, 
And found their Mazes, having got the Chre. 


Before he proffer'd us his helping hand, 
Thoſe Blood-hounds whichthe Nimrod Cronwel bred 
Thought to have made their Prey of all the Land, 
And on our very Carkaſles havefed. 


Then they that damn'd old Junto did recall, 
That murder'd King, and Kingdom too inſlav'd ; 
Thoſe Calves of Bethe? at whoſe feet now fall, 
None but thoſe few, who firſt the Idols made. - 


Such ſudden Changes in ſo ſhort time ſhown, 
Buoy'd up our faith, and made our hopes increaſe, 

Since Agzes when they ſhift, will ſoon be gone 3 
And change of pain ſeems like a kind of eaſe. 
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Some ſmall efforts were try'd to ſet us free: 

As weak Phyſicians on Recruiters dare 
Beſtow their sk1ill ; but when the bold Diſeaſe 
' Faces about, they leave off with deſpair. 


No George but Monk is deſtin'd for the deed, 
Whoſe great experience does to him reveal 

When to cur off, to purge, and when toblecd ; 
And now heſees the Wound is fit to heal. 


England his Patient is: and like a try'd 
And carefull Do@or , he his skill ka ſhow 3 
He felt her Plſe, and every grievance py'd ; 
And found no Remedy, but Charls, would do. 


Warwick's great Newvil Albemarl out-ſounds 3 
Monck 1s a make Kingtoo ! whole. glorious fame 

Shall flouriſh whilſt the Sun with hight abounds, 
Or golden ſtars ſhine intheir azure frame. 


d. 7. 


But ſtay, my Muſe, thoughin his clouded ſtate 

Thy Wings a—_ in hisfaint beams could play : 
Dar'ſt thon, with Semele, incite thy fate, 

And now in his Meridian glory play ? 


With thy weak Pinions thou canſt not ſoar high, 
This weighty Subje& ſuch a burden brings 3 

But muſt, like to the cumber'd Eftrich, fly 3 
Whoſe Bz/k is furniſh'd with unequal Wings. 


This 
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This is to ſpend above our lender rate 3 
The-charge will our abilities outvye: 


The Ecchotho Heavens Thuxder can repeat 5 
And ſmalleſt Brooks reflec the ſpatious Sky. * 
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Since all are joy'd, all ſhould their joys declare : 
Low notes do Myſick,, well as high compound ; 
An Oaten Reed may yield as true a ſhare 
Of Love and Welcomas a Trumpets ſound. 


The Nizghtingals ( thoſe airy Poets) who 
Make Helicon of every purling ſpring, 
Their choiceſt Songs nat only will beſtow, 
But feather d Rhymers welcome in the Spring, | 


Tho great Wits rob us, and the Springs have drain'd, 
( Betheſda to the poor man was deny'd) | 
Something of uſe evin may from Msd be gaind, 
As by the Holland induſtry is try'd. 


The Heart's pot beſt declar'd by fineſt words ; 
Silence evn ſometimes great Rejoycements ſhow; 
And humble Txrf, when kindled well, affords 
As much true heat, as Chips of Cedar do. 


Go forward then, and hope to gain excuſe ; 
Rags will be hid in fach a multitude: 
Heav'n, that beſtows on all its fruitful dews, 

Wall not refuſe the meaneſt gratitude. 


Behold ! 
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Behold ! when all our hopes were almoſt fled, 
Heavn did inlighten us him to invite : 

From F aintings men ſtartup as from the dead 5 
Tis darkeſt juſt before the break of light. 


Nor does it ſhewas we did quite deſpair, 
Becauſe our fickly faiths ſuch way rings have : 

Flames are moſt tremulous, that higheſt are 3 
And we leaſt hape for what wemoſtdo crave, 


After ſuch ſtorms our Rainbow now appears, 
That voucher ofour ſafety is in ſight 3 

And glorious Charls to joys converts our fears : 
Phebxs gilds ore the Clouds thus with his light. 


He is arrived now to Scheveling Strand, 

Which gives juſt cauſe to boaſt her of that bliſs 3 
And is the happieſt part of all that Land 3 

Since honour'd his laſt Foot-ſteps there to kiſs. 


Holland that formerly her Kings did hate, 
Is ſo with his heroick vertuesta'n ? 
Our hot inquires after him they rate 


Worſe than the [nquiſtioz once from Spair, 


Had hean equal him their King they'd get 5 
But ſince that quite impoſſible is known 3 

|| Orange ( his Princely Nephew ) they will ſet _—_—_ 
Ins Father's honours, to confirm their own. ein.” 


Where, 


| 
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Where, with,more reaſon, can their hopes be plac'd, 
Then on a branch ofthat renowned Tree ; 

Under whoſe ſpreading boughs, they ſafely gracd, 
From nothing, ſprungto this ſublimity ? 


Y. 9. 


Great Prince, pleaſe to regard your Britaiz?s call 5 


Let Holland make you no more ling'ring ſtand 5 
A little longer ſtay will murder all, | 
And you be King of a diſ-peopled Land. E 


Behold your Neptune, with his Trident there, 
Uxncriſps the Billows, ſ\moothing them like Glaſs 3 
And ſtiews now his Allegiance in his care 
That undiſturb'd you on your way may pals. 


The fimpring waves their Viceroy's call obey, 

And do for you ( theOcear's Monarch ) wait z 
With ready Shoulders ſee they humbly ſtay ; 

And ifthey ſwell, tis pride for ſuch a fraight. 


The || Naſeby ( oncea Dipper ) now begins jA Manof 
To hate that Title with repentant ſhame, brag. 

And hopes to waſh off her Orig'nal Sins, led by 0h» 
Being baptiz'd now into Charls his Name. 


As the Demoniacs newly Converts turnd, 
Some ſignal bleſſing did on them attend : 

So ſhe no ſooner with his Name adorn'd, 
But the good Spirit did expell the Fiend. 


Great 
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Great Britain, like Tobias Bride, poſleſt, ' 

: Needs here an Age! the ſame cure to do 
Of whichno fear, when ſhe with him is bleſt, 

Since Charls her Hucband is, and Angel too. 


The Frigat now the foamy billows plows, 
Whoſe burden 1s beyond the reach of fear ; 

And ſteered ſafely by our Pray'rs and Vows, 
Does both our Ceſar, and his fortunes bear. 


+ - Buthere, my Mt, let's leave him for a while, 
Him, whom. the Sea-Gods chearfully attend, 
And all the Deities that guard this Ile ; friend. 
Bleft Charls! whom now both God and Man be- 
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Chuſe now a place, where thou mai'ſt fit and ſee ; 
Where his bleſt motion may be fitly'ſt ſhown - 
Let Dover Pier then thy Parnaſſus be, 
And Dritains Straits thy better Helicon. 


From Sea-ward now turn thine unwillingeye, 
. A little caſting it upon the Strand ; 
There haſty crouds thou quickly wilteſpy, 
_ © Whoſe throngitng numbers far exceed the Sand. 


Look ! how like [mageFthey ſtand unmov'd 3 

 Theirgreed Y eyes toSea-ward fixed ſet : 

Thus ſeem'd the S#atwe, by Pigmaleon lov'd, 
When the cold Marble firſt begun to heat. 


Toth neighb'ring Coaſts whole Brittany does flock, 
Clings to the Cliffs, her only joy to {ce : 
Andromeda waschaird thus to a Rock, 
And Perſews haſterd thus to ſet her free. 


No ſayl appears yet to her greedy eyes, 
But ſhe tormented is with ſharp delayes : 
Herlarge Shores eccho round about with cryes 
That all her Herrings are turn'd Remoraes ; 


Thoſe living Anchors, ſcarce twelve inches long, 
That mighty ſhips arreft when under fayl : 
Thus a ſmall P3bble Laing rightly flung, 
Did over great Golia's ſtrength prevail. 


Britain, that does the pangs of longing feel, 
This fluggiſh motion of the Fleet compares 
To that ſlow Beaſt Pigritia 1n Braſile, 


That ſcarcely crawlsa League in ſeven years. 


Nearer their end that nat'ral motions be, 
Philoſophers maintain they ſwifter go 3 

This motion, like the bleſſing, then we ſee 
Cannot be natural, becaule ſo (low. 


Would now that || Swediſp King were Plot here, || Eri- 
Whoſe Cap could pointthe Winds which way 
Nor does this Wiſh extravagant appear, (toblow: 
Since®* Edgar (Charles great Syre) had K ings torow. 


* Five petty Kings rowed his Barge over the Dee« 
| The 
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The pious breathings from the crouded ſhore ==» 

' , (A brisk Weſt-wind) keep what they pray for,backt 

Thus o'r kind throngings that would breath reſtore 
To fainting Perſons, that intention (lack. 


The Proverbs croſt : the Eaftern Winds are beſt : 
Since now'they waft great Charles here to hisown: 

And vye therr bleſſings with thoſe from the Weſt, 
By which the Locuſts were from Egypt blown. 


Our Mariners need not to Lapland ſend, 
To buy falſe Winds, or charm the boiſtrous Sea } 
Since that great Pilot does our Charls befriend, 
'Whom both the Ocear, and the Winds obey. 


No raging tempeſt can diſturbthe Sea, 
Whilſthe (our greater Nepture) is uportt 

Charls _— may the Britiſh Ocean ſway, 
Than Xerxes try to fetter Hel/eſporrt. 


Methinks the Ship, deſigned for this fraight, 

Should needno Sayles, hor Rudder her to guide: 
But Dolphins ſhould out of Allegiance wait, 

Upon whoſe skally backs the ſhip might ride. 


Thus the tam'd Argo that did fail toGreece, 
Her willing Oars wereſeen alone to row - 
The 7oyalCharles brings home a richer Fleece, * Our Ad- 
 And* Mountaguecan more than Jaſox do. _ 


Not Indian ſhips were ever richer fraught, 
Nordid deſervemore welcome tothe Port : 

Although the treafuresof the Eaſt they brought, 
And had the plunder ofthe Mogul, Cort, 
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Who can the worth of Charles, York, Gloucfter ſay? - 
Orprize their 'Values-toa-juſt degree # 

Thoſe Triumwirs | fit all the World to ſway; e 
As equal Conforts to the fatal three. |, _ 


Asthey the Names, ſo they the Vertnes bear 
Of Syre, and Grandfrires, Princes all renown'd 
For brigheſt Stars, each in his proper Sphere 3 
And each with Mercy, Wiſdom, Valour, crownfd;. 


To all of them thou ow'ſt thy ſeveral Vows." 
But here, my Muſe, thy ſcarcity is ſhown; 

Thy Laurel is ſo thinly ſtor'd: with Boughs, 

 Trrartforc'd to twiſt three Garlands intoone; 


But if incouragement. refreſh the root, 
| And fortune take from me her wonted frowns 
My groveling Laurelsto the Skies may ſhoot, 

And I, inſtead of Garlands, offer Crowns. 


$; II. 


Come to thoſe ſtraits from whence he once did go, 
The motion does a bleſſed Circle frame : 
A nobler Ring ! his property toſhow, Pl | 
Than that wherewith h Venetians court the Dame. 
| They yearly eſpouſe the Sea by caftingina Ring. 


Butliſten now to that rejoycing noiſes; _ 
| Thoſe piercing ſhouts that ev'n to Heav'n advance 5 
Whoſe rattling ſounds makes Brittany tejoyce, 
And ecchos terrour toingratefut France. ic 
DP -. 456 


66 P O\'E'M' S:. 
\ ; , 


If ſhouts of Peace can make-their Li/es pale, 
At ſhouts of Battle they will ghaſtly ſhew 3 

And ifour Squibs and:Crackers make 'em-quail, 
What will the Thuxder of our Cannons do? 


Hark ! hark !:a ſhout far louder than the firſt! 
Behold ! the ſwelling Top-jail ngw appears! . - 


All now ( like Clouds of Summer thu burſt), | 


| Melt into ſhowers of their joyful tears. 


When on this handI ſee tha Navy there, 
And England's Coafts exalted too on that - 
The Royal Charles may with the Ark compare, 
And Albiox's Cliffs with thoſe of Arrarar. 


Toſs'd by a Deluge, causd by our late crimes, 
He ſafely now approaches A/bjoz's ſhore, 

( Like Noah ) to make happy future times, 
And the deſtruQion of our World reſtore. 


' Before his landing though, his Dove's ſent out 3 

That * Meſſenger of mercy, and of peace, *His Attf | 
| Him right Heir tohis Father who can doubt, 9" 

. Smce fo much like himm fuch acts as theſe ? 


Grant, mighty Monarch, Britain's bumble prayer ! 
Let not thy Clemency prove too unkind 

But let ſome Juſtice, with thy Mercy, ſhare ; 
Leſt after ages no diſtinftion find. 


Ifthine mpartial eye vouchſafetolook, 
*T'will [np that ſomedid worſe, thonone did well: 
Heaven's ſelf that on great Sinners pitty took, 
- Yet the rebellious Angels ſent to Hel. : 
Altho 
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' | Altho there have whole Seas of blood been fpilt, | 
And thouſands ſacrificed oft Charles hisTomb; 


Tis not enough to expiate the Fuilt 
Nor waſh away one letter from onr doom. 


Some of the Tribe of Corah ſtill we ſee, 
| Suchas 'gainſt Gods anointed did confpires 
All of em, like the common Enemy, 
Are to beſcourged hence with ſword and fire. 


We juſtly then may hope for better times, | 

| When thoſe are gone,by whom we were beguil'd 

When Achan was condemn'd for his baſe crimes, 
Succeſs again upon the Hebrews ſmil'd, 


Your Mercy (th'only Balm: our wounds to cure,) 
Should be like that within || Gra»d-Cairo found 5 
Which Stories ſay will not the Tzrks indure, 
And only proſper in the Chriit;an-ground. 
[| Related by G. Sandys, in his Travels: 
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And now He's landed 3 Welcome glorious King ! 
'Tis fit webranchesof freſh Lawrels ſpread ; 

And all our Poets their choice Bays ſhould bring 3 
To ſtrew the Paths wherein thy footſteps tread. 


Proſtrate, my branch, and Maſe, I here lay downs 
Where if the chance thy Royal foot to meer, 

She may prove Lawreat, and receive a Crow, 
Nobler than thoſe, that Popes give with their feet; 
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On what more glorious Subje& can we write? 
Or what Theme can:more choice of Fancy give, 
Than his great Name ? which brings a ſure delight, - 
For 'tis by, it, we and our Verſe muſt live. 


'Tis ſtrange that Verſe ſhould be to Charles obligd ; 
When Kings were formerly oblig'd to it; 
Becauſe his Merits do all Verfe exceed, 
And theirs could not attain to what Verſe writ. 


His Worth is ſoapparent, Claim ſo juſt, 
___ His Reſtoration 1s rejoycd by all : . 
Thus there was not one Hebrewdid diſguſt 
The pleaſant Mapra that from Heav'n did fall. 


To London now he marches, and is there 
Expected, with ſuch longing hopes and joys, 

As men condemn'd their welcome pardons hear, 
Or he feels comfort that deſpairing lies. 


Couragious York, wiſe Gloucſter on each fide 
Valour and Wiſdom on our Monarch wait: 


He in the fortune of great Rome may pride, 
When Fabizs and Marcell \erv'd her State. 


Thus on the Body both our Arms attend, 
Which.for the common they're bound to do 3 
And whilſt our Moſes, and his Arms defend 
His England, there's no fear of any Foe. 


Black-heath preſents it ſclf now to our Eyes, 

Where thronging Troops ſeem like a moving Wood; 
Whoſe (ilken Colours whiſtle out their joys, 

As each its loyal Motto would make good. 


The 
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The Horſes neigh as he to them were known: | 
Bucephalus thus Alexander knew. | 


By their loud neighing at our rifing Sun, 
They (like the Perſian Steeds) ther Monarch ſhew. 


d. 13. 


Bleſt Errgland | fince thou now canſt make it known, 
What, to thine honour, has of thee been ſaid; 
How foreign Conqueſt thou ner nobly won, 

| But when ſome King of thine thy Armies led. 


Thus of thy Cor-de-Lyon thou my boaſt, 

Who in one Week did fawcy Cyprus win 5 
Whoſe Sword and courage(morethanthe French hoſt) 
| Dazled the eyes of furious Saladir. 


Thus thy firſt Edward (whoſe fame ſtill muſt live) 
When he to captive Paleſtire did go, 

| His very looks did Ptolomazs relieve 

Let any judge then what his Sword did do. 


Thus thy third Edward fought at Creſſj-hield 3 
Where he beat one King, and two others flew 3 

Thus that young Mars (his glorious Edward) quell'd 
The furious Þ rench and haughty Spaniard too. 


Fifth Henry (Exrope's wonder and thy pride) 
Fought thus at Agen-Court, and conquerd France, 
Thus thine eighth Herry did his Exſigns guide, 
And in Tornay, and Turwin them advauce. 
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But let none think this a diverſion here : 

To him(the Sea)runall thoſe higher floods, 
All theirdeſerts ally'd to him appear, 
And his th' Elixir of their royal bloods. 


d. 14. 


But ſtay, my Muſe,to ſhorten now the way, 
Whilſt he to his Metropolzs does ride; 
Herelet us celebrate the Month of May, 
May! the Spring's glory, and the whole years pride, 


I praiſe it not, becauſe the ſwelling Vine 
Shews then its Rubies, or the Roſe-tree buds, 
Or Lovers, ſtirrd by Nature's chief deſign, 
Walk amorous mazes in the pleaſant Woods; 


Becauſe the Bloſſoms ſmile, or Black-bird (ingr, 

Becauſe the Earth is carpeted with green, 

Or that the fairy Nymphs now dance their Rings, 
As Crowns delighn'd for Flora, by their Queen : 


A far more glorious Cauſe creates my Song, 

| Since in this Month greatCharles ſaw his firſt Mor; 

To which a ſecond bleſſing does belong 3 
Since now for us this ſecond time he's born. 


The ſame procedure has eternal bliſs, 

Which the great Word to all has ſpoken plain, 
For, the firft birth brings no true happineſs, 

| Nor comes it, unleſs man be born again. 


Nor 
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Nor wat enough, that the reviving Spring, 

Or pleaſant Flow*rs, his Oſhers did appear 3 
More ſtate was fitting for fo great a King, | 
Which made Heay'n ſend that *. ſhining Harbinger. 
* A Star appeard athisBirth 


Charles has one Star now more than in his Waye : 
To point our Saviory out onedid appear 3 
Both Heaver and Earth by his bleſt Birth did gain; 

We got a King, the Heav'ns did get adStar. 


Bleſt Prince ! whom Heav'n providing for, did place 
A Star : thus Land-marks ſerve the Port to ſhow 
ToSea-men, toſs'd upon tempeſtuous Seas: 
So thisdirefs him where at laſt to go, 


| 9. I5. L 
London is ghelsd now by thoſe Clouds of Smoak, . 


Whoſe thick curl'd Volumes ſeem to reach the Skies; 


Thus Prieſts of old did for great bleffings look, 
When Altars ſmoak'd the moſt with Sacrifice. 


It 1s not Fire, nor Vapours, that compound 
Thoſe Clouds, well nigh in Heav'n already bleſt: 


No they are pray'rs and pious breathings found, 


That riſe from Altars of each loyal breaſt. 


They're vaniſht now : and now the Skies are clear 3 
And other Objeds meet our wandring Eyes : 

Loud ſhouts, and Bel's firſt having thinn'd the air, 
Temples and Palaces begin to riſe. 
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Pants firſt (that mighty. Fabrick ) does appear, 
And to the Skies its lofty: top diſplay : 
Which ( Babel-like ) our. Anceſtors did rear, 

.. To reach to Heav'n, though 1n a better way. 


What, was its height before by Lightning fir'd ? 
. Thoſe ative Meteors (jealous ) did chaſtize 

Th uſurping Steeple 3 that itthus aſpir'd, 

- - To mountits daring head in higher Skies. 


Firſt Charles deſign'd to reſcue it, and thence 
Its fixed glory never could revolt ; . 
'Since his great Piety would ſurer fence, 
Than any Lawrels, 'gainſta T hunder-bolt: 


But our great Crimes, like to the Jewiſh Sins, 
Did both the Temple, and our ſelves deſtroy : 
Though Charles ( like Prince Zerubbabel) begins 
(Now he's return'd ) to recreate our joy. 
To him ſhe bows her venerable head ; | 
Which (after his) ſhe hopes will be new crown'd; 
Thus, when the Patriarchs had hap'ly ſped, 
To God they quickly did an A/tar found. 


The Tower ( by heroick C2ſar built, 

Upon whoſe Battlemerts thoſe Streamers play ) 
Pleads how the Tides have waſht away its guilt, 

- Which lately came from the repentant Sea, - 


The ſtately Bridge, oppreſt beneath its weight, - 
Yet gladly bears great Charles, and all his Train: 

Under whoſe Arrhes, Tides returning wait 3 - 

Proud to be ſcen beneath him once again. 
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Backwards the Waves with ſmiling Eddies roul, 
'Till they againtheir Viceroy Neptune meet ; 

' Who charges all his:Subjects *twixt each Pole, 
To ſmooth their Paſſes for our Royal Fleet. 


- Go on, my Muſe, thou muſt not leave him here ; 
Into the Town _ on him attend - 
If thou wilt not the C#ze's joy declare, | 
Henceforth the Drawers will not bethy friend. 


All hearts together at this inſtant meet 3 
And all his welcome 1n one ſhout combine; 
The Crouds are weav'd together in one Street, 
And all their Eyes are thridded on one line. 


The little P-pil of the Eye contains 
At once the ſpatious object of the Skies ; 
Yet ſuch a Miraclein Charles now reigns, 
He's big enough himſelf to fill all Eyes. 


The Walls, inſtead of Bricks, of Heads are made, 
Socloſely joyn'd, and orderly they ſtand: 
And far more Ornament, it may be ſaid, 
Each wears a Txrky Carpet for a Band. 


With Pray'rs, and loyal Vows the Towx's made ſweet, 
Houſes are Wall'd with Men,Roofs tybd with Boys 

The Chanels waſht with Wine; Streets pay'd with feet ; 
And all the IWindows glazed are with Eyes; 


Come 
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Come now ſhow ſervice, Muſe, as well as love ; 
When both Neceffity and I do call ; 

Let thy foil'd Lawrels then a Beeſo-z prove, 
And ſweep the way before him to White-hall. 


IV hite-hall ! late ſoyPd with dirt, with Thiſtles grown; 
As commonly 16 ſeen, where Swize reſort : 

But here a Miracle will ſoon be ſhown, 
Hee'l make itboth a Garden and a Court. 


For whereſocre heſets his Royal Foot, 

Soon willthe Red, and White-Roſe therebe ſhown; 
Since our great Charles is theirundoubted Root ; 

For him both Tork-and Lancaſter do own. 


Though now, my Me, th' haſt brought him to the 
Thou may'ſt not enter 3 for the Conrtiers ſay (Port; | 

Thy Poverty will not befeem a Court ; | 
Although thy Love and true A/egiance may. 


Thou canſtnot then, what there was done, relate 3 
That is impoflible for thee to ſhow : 

But tho theſe Wiſhes cannot gain the Fate 
To come to him, may they to Heaves go. 


The 
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The SOUL DIE R. 1660. 


To the Illuſtrious and High-borr Prince, James 
Duke of York, &c. | 


HE litttle Spot I on Parnaſſus till, 

Were it, great Prince; but fruitful to my will,” 
The Lawrels that my flender Stock allows, | 
Each day ſhould yield freſh Garlands to thy Brows. 
And tho laſt Month great Charles did juſtly gai 
The ſpreading boughes, one branch does ll remai 
Which ſhortly will a greater thing be thought, 
If fitting Wreaths be to thy Merits broughtz 
Since all the Lawrels that the Earth brings forth, 
Will be too ſcanty for thy growing worth. 


Thine Arceſtors, and Parezts, all were ſent 

By Heav'n to be their Ages ornament 3 

With all their ſeveral Virtues thou art fill-d ; 

Roſes, and Lillies Eſſences diſtill'd. 

Thy Father's Soul vyes with thy Mothers face; 

From her thy Beauty, and from him thy Grace. 

Nor is this all 3 thou muſt more Juſtice have 3 

Prudent with James, and with great Henry, brave. 

Thy Royal Fathers Crowns being from him, torn, 

Wiſe Providence ordain'd thou ſhould'ſt be born. 

For fo, what from him by our Sins were ta'ne, 

By thy great Valour might be won again. 

And tho with bold ſucceſs they ſtorm'd the Walls z 

Thou (like Camil/as) had'ſt cxpell'd thoſe Gaules, 

But that kind Heav'n inleague with us did ſtand, 

Whoſe aid did fave the labourof thy hand. i | 
us 
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Thus Hezekiah might devout]y boaſt, 

When Angels routed the Aſſyrian Hoſt. 

' Whilſt ſachones fought for us 3 a doubt might be 
Whether they took not one of them for thee. 
Such is the lightning of thy piercing Rates ; 
And ſuch fair Signs of Conqueſt in thy face ; 

So true a heat thy noble Paſſion ſtirr'd, 

So ſwift the motion of thy flaming Sword. 


Nor wast enough, thy Birth did thee advance, 
Valour thy Nature, and Inheritance ; 
But thou haſt pratisd War ev'n from thy birth : 


| * Like Cadmws's Soldiers, peeping firſt from Farth. 


The Martial Skarf thy ſwathing-band was deem'd, 
Bullets thy Nuts, and Drums thy Rattles ſeem'd. 
Bellona was thy Narſe, with blood thee fed, 
Bright Steel thy Blankets, and the Field thy Bed, 
Alciders ſp'rit mn thy young breaſt did dwell, 
Who, in the Cradledid the Serperts quell. 
Young Princes,bred up in luxurious Courts, 
(Like ay King! are alone deſign'd for ſports. 
Silk Knots their Colorrs from vain Women torn, 
Nor ſeek they other Forts than theirs to ſtorm. 
Vi#ry thine only Miſtris was, and there 

(Tf ever ) thou wilt turn [dolater : 

Bold Scythians fo a Speardid fix in Ground 

And there alone their reverence was found. 


Nor did thoſe fullen times infc& thy mind 3 

Tho fierce as Lyons, yet as Ladies kind. 

This made th admiring World both love, and fear : 
Thy Grapes produc'd both Wire and Vizegar. | 
| Gentle 
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Gentle in Peace, in. War moſt bravely bold ; 

Thy Springs in Winter hot, in Summercold : 

Compos'd in turmults, and in troubles gay 3 
Thou, like the Porpozs, canſt in tempeſts play. 


Cromwel ner thought his bus neſs to be done 

Whilſt thou wer't ſafe, tho all Foes elſe were gone : 
His reſtleſs jealouſie diſturbd his mind 3 X | 
More dangers yet in thee he feard to find. 

But when the Fates thee in his|| pow'r had brought, 

He only then himſelf in ſafety thought, | Taken when 
Jeruſalem of reſcue thus deſpair, Cy way i 
And the grim Saracers no longer feard, prifoned in---- 
When they with joy the Auſtrian Leopard ſaw 

|| To hold our Cor-de-Lyon m his paw. 

But of thy 'Chaines he wasnot long time proud: L bara « 
He could not keep this Thunder 1n a Cloud. help of---- 


And now thy ſpreading Fame began t' advance 3; 
Which he did hear, with terrour, out of Frazce 
That ſound ſcarce ſettled, when, behold, again 

One londer, when thou fought'(t for worthy*'r Spayrr. 
Hozonr thine intreſt was, and ſwayd thy heart 

To takethe juſter, tho the weaker part. 

Thus did brave Gy the bloody ſtrife decide, 

And help'd the Lyon as the weakeſt (ide. 

Thy brave Atchievements made the Tyrant quake, 
And at the laſt, his Gravefor refuge take. 
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BEAUTY'S ENEMY. 1666. | 
Upon the Death f M. Princeſs of Orange; 
by the Small Pox: ; 


Ence, hence, vain Fancies / *tis a $in to. be 
A witty praiſer of a Miſery.. 

Like thoſe hard Wits, who name the Scars | 
Uponher Face, Exrnamel, and bright Stars. (make 
They crown their brows with Cypreſs bonghs, and 

Garlands of Flowrs, which they from Coffin take. 
 Thenſhould the Jews, thoſe hands, have kiſt with joy, 
That did their: Temple, and themſelves deſtroy, 
Her Eyes, amidſt her torments, ſparkled beams : = 
Thus martyrd Saints ſmil'd in their hotteſt flames, 
Nor can the Parallel be well deny'd ; 54 
Since its too true, ſhe Beauty's Martyr dy'd, 


Fatal Diſeaſe | thy Spite too oft is ſent, 

Like Sequeſtrators, on the Eminent, - + 

Thy Crimes, like thoſe of their danutd Maſters, ſhow; 
Like them thou ruin'ſt England with a blow. 

Great Charles his loſs, and hers wetenear ally'd 

| In them the Mozarchs of both Sexes dy'd. 


Moſt cruel Death ! could not one wound ſuffice ? 
Muſt ſhe as many have as Heav'n has Eyes ? 
Each Spot upon her Face a Comet ſhow'd, 
Which did, alas, this fatal ruine bode / 

So do thoſe purple ſtreaks, that often ſtand 
Upon Arrora's Cheeks, tell ſtorms at hand. 
This fatal Mask, that thus beclouds her Eyes, 
Is no deformity, but a diſguiſe, _ 
"149 
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Tis bat an Angels Veil ſhe now has on 3 
For veil'd they are, when they approach the Throwe. 
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THE GENTLEMAN. 1662. 


To's honour d Friend' Six Ger. Clifton, 
of Clifton, K.and B. | 


TH i-tbalming Art that checks the pow'r of Time, 

| And curbs Corruption in its very Clime 3 

That guards our Carcaſſes agamſt the Foes | 

Which in the trenches of the Grave repoſe 3 

With whoſe repairs our Cottages are dreſt, 

| Tl the return of their Caleſtial Gueſt 3 
Yet yields to Verſe : a drop of Ink,can guard, 

From rav'nous Time, more than a pound of Nard. 
When Bodies, by ſuch means, are moſt kept ſafe, 
Thy lie !'th' Tomzbe, but live 1 th' Epitaph. 

Yet Verſe ( from whence ſuch benefits accrue ) 

Has a deſign, and hopes for more from you : _ 

\ Thus Kings of old, whence ſtrearns of Fonery come, 
Receiv'd their Crowns fro' th Commori-wealth of Rome. 
Nor does the S7wezle unfit appear 3 
Since a whole Senate's congregated here. 

For your great Family did always uſe 
A Ceſar, or a Cato to produce. 
In this one Howe a noble croud appears : 

| The eighth Sphear ſhines thus with a thouſand Stars: 

Like Pliny's fruitful Tree, from whoſclarge root 

An intire Orchard did together ſhoot. 

|| One dreamt a Vine ſprung from his Daughter's Bed, 


| Whoſe lofty branches Aſia overfpread z {Ccambſes. 
þ Thus 
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Thus Ezglands grac'd, and ſhelterd by the Tree” 
Of your jlluſtrious-fruntul-Progery, 


The Chanel of your Blood's unmixt, and free 
From common Iſſues ; like to that far'd Sea 
Which proudly ſacksinto its Womb profound, 

That Meſs of Rivers whichi did Eder round. 
You are a rich compound, and Heralds view 

 Atroop of Nobles, and yet all in you. '* 
Your Perſoz's a whole Fegnes 5 in each Eye 

Ten Heroes in their 'mixt E/xirs lie. 

You are Moſaick work, ta'n in right ſenſe, 

Where each piece ſpeaks aſeveral excellence. 
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THE INVITATION. 1662. 
| To the worthy Lady Mrs. Margaret Trafford. 


T is a Sin to know where Vertues arc, 
Goodneſs, and.Beauty, and not make a Pray'r 

T' injoy 'em 3 ſince then, Madam, all can tell 
In you theſe bleſſings with rich plenty dwell ; 
I ſhould be 1mpious, not to requeſt 
To fee you, and then after to be bleſt, 
Your abſence 1s a Judginent, moſt men'ſay 
But little leſs than that at the " Day; _ 
When we ſhall want by day the S#z7's great light, 
Nor mult injoy the beauteous 2ueer: of Night. 
Black fate! and yet your abſence makes each time 
Mourn without light, as guilty of the crime. 
'Tis true, theſe Planets may be ſeen, and are 
When you are abſent; but they then appear 
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' | Like dying Tapers, or (with truer ſenſe)-_ ... 
| Like things that want their prime Intelligence ; 
That's you ! you gild' their Orbs, and then refine 
Their beams by yours, and teach'em hoy to ſhine. 
Tis a religious, point now to contend , - 
Þ injoy you 3 fince you'r. more than any friend: 
You are a bleſſing, Madam, and a Crown ; 
. | For Vertue's ſo, and ſerves you as her own. 
How great's your priviledge ? (ince what thebeſt 
Of Saznts did ſtrive for, you find in your breaſt. 
Your goodneſs will: inftru& you more at large 5 
We are _ Creatures, Madam, and your > A 5 
You mult be careful of us, and create, 
By your rich preſence, a more. happy ſtate. 

e then, thou true Divinity, and give | 
Theſe bleſſings; that we may be good, and live. 
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Right CHOICE at laſt. 1662. 
To the fame. | 


HE Sovl, too oftin Coldreſs loſt, _ 
Standsneed of Zeal to thaw that Froſt. 
Whoſe Sunſhine can great Vertues bring, © 
Bloſſom the Mind, and make it ſpring. 
Fird with that facred heat, my breaſt 
Copics in flames the Phenix Neſs. 
The ancient Bzrd, confum'd with Fire, 
Revives into a new defires  _ 
Fth' Cy-ders thrives the hopeful Birth ; 
As After hielp t jmprove the Earth. 


G Thoſe 


Thoſe will the fitteſt Cidipof prove 
T inrich my Heart, ( that Ss: L of love.) 


Thoſe eaſie charms that Nature move, - - - 
Are but the Childiſhneſs of Love, 
The nobleſt Triumphs,and more fame 
From Confuls, than their Tyrarts came. 
Till C2ſar's fate did overcome, =_ 
And made,one Trophy ey'n of Robie. - ' | 
My Heart, that Common-weatth'of Love, 
Likethat of Rome 1n this did'prove'; © 
To preſent RwlersIt was trues © © - 
But yearly chang'd agaih'fornew:, * - 
With Crouds of Deities well ftord, | 
And, as they pleasd'it, *them adord. 
Like Cz2ſar's, your attraQive fiyay 
Makes it my intereſt to obey. © 
And like dull Mayors inflayd'by Gain, 
'T boaſt the glory of my Chazn, | 


The LIBERAL LOVER... 1662, 
To the ſame. © 


Hat can my Mi3ſtris want > whilſt I 
y y Lay ſome ſmall claim to Poetry ? 
With Cleopatra ſhe ſhall vie. 


My boaſting ſhall not her deceive 3 
For Poets, Pope-like, Kingdoms give 3 
Nay more, can make thedead to live. 


Compard with Poets, Kings are poor; 
Kings have done much; \but Poets more 
For they made Gags for Kings t adore. 


If glittring Pearls ſeem richer prize, 
Pl! millions give ; for my Supplies 
Drop daily trom Axrora's Eyes. 


Rubies and Saphires ſhall not fail; 
With red, and blue Clouds I prevail, 
To drop 'em:down in fbiving hail. 


If I onceſay't, rl ſurely do't 3 
Plaziets, inſtead of Stars, ſhall ſhoot, 
And dropdown Diamonds at her foot. 


Of Silver, her T1 never ſtint 3 
The Moors my Mize, and the Mar: in't 
Shall be the Maſter of the Mis. 
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If Guinnes ſeem the better change, 


Phebus ( my Patron ) ſhall-advance 3. 
For Gold's made only by his glarce. 


For all theſes ;Riches I am poor |! 
Then why ſhould I thus feign a ſtore, 
When Mo. y her ſelf has more ? 


Pearls, Rubies, Saphires, ſhe outvies, 
And all the Diawondi of the Skzes, 
With Teeth, with Lips, with Veins, with Fyes: 


My idle Fancy makes me fin : 5 
The Mbvo#'s nat carrent, 'tis but Tins, 
Compar'd to th' Silver of her Skin. 


By theſe great truths Iam controul'd ; 
My Grimzes will not value;hold; 
She's all one piece of Angel- Gold, 
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DARBY-SHIRE. 1663. 


To Mr. P. K. apon bis O__ to his 
intended Hiſtory of that Conmty. 


-L knock at Gate, Who is it lives here ? Ho! 
It is a Palace by the Portico. 

The Porch of Solomon .was thus eſtecm'd 3 

Compar'd with others it a Temple fend, 

"Tis thine Azrora, which, (as Pocts iy * Þ 

Is. Harbinger to a more glorious Da | 

Thy Lady-Fancy in her Bed. ſtill ls” 

Thi i is the Oſher that attends her riſe, © 
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Her Face is beautiful, and makes us wooe' _ ©? 

T- enjoy the Bleſſings of the Body too. 

Thy quick I»vention may be juſtly gheſt : 

More than half ready, ſince her Head is dreſt. 

Thy Preface, like a hopeful Heir, does ſtand 

Rich in Reverſion of the Father's Land. 

The infant-bud that does ſuch ſweetneſs own, 

What may it promiſe when the Roſe is blown ? 

I this ſmall Hardful thou haſt clutcht ſuch ſtore, _ _: 
Methinks thy Conztry ſhould afford no more. 3 
Yet Darbyſhire 1s ſo enrich'd by thee, \7 
It now may vie with fruitful Theſſal. 

Potoſi Mines, and Rocks of Bergalay, 

'Thine happy Country are more rich than they, 

Its Leader Treaſures (that our Cannons hold) 

We can exchange for Argoſies. of Gold. ' 
Pearls, Diamonds, Rubies, and ſuch coſtly fraight, 
Our ſmaller Shot can purchaſe weight for weight. 


Thoſe rare Coal-Mines (thy Book to us here ſhows) 

| Far greater Miracles than all diſcloſe: | 
The Carbuncle and Topaz are out-ſhone; 

Here's Light and Heat too, treafur'd in a jtoxe, 

Pliny did nere of ſuch a Wonder write 3 

Here you may ſee the Heat, and feel the Light. 


PaZolms, Tagus, and thoſe Eaſtern ſtreams, | 
(Whoſe P:bbles, Poets have advanc'd to Gemms) 
Exceed not thy clear Trext; when thou haſt told 

Its Stream's like Silver, and its Sand like Gold. 

Why doſt not witty Cottoz then invite, 


To do thee and his native River right. | 
G 3 Such 


Such Trophies raisd in great Augnſtar's days, 

Their Founders were not oily crown'd with Bays 3 
But we may ſee each Leaf was edeg'd with Gold, 
Mecenas Favonrs in their Verſe itirolFd. 

Nor were their hopes by Patrons only raisd 3 

[Their merits alſo were by Poets prais'd. Fj2-7, 
Thus when thou doſtthy lofty Building reer, Pately Ft 
Stately, as Hardwick ot as Chatſworth arez F.ofDevar- 
Thou't ſeethe prouder Wits make their reſott, {þire' bul 
And. hunibly beg adinixtance to thy Cort 5 Cot 
Whilſt I am juſtly protid that T may wait,* Shrewsbuy 


And ſtand a Porter to attend thy Gate. Elir. W. 
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The CRITICK. 1663. 


To Captain W: W. carping at a Synelepha 
in a Souldier's Motto. 


Hat Man is free from Ceſare, when 
/ 'It Aſtens on a Soldiers Pen? 
The beſt-arm'd parts its force may feel 
When Eſtritch-like it bites on ſteel. 
A Critick's Bolt's of ſuch weak ſtuff, 
Tt breaks, or turns again at Bf. 
He that a Souldier thinks to bind 
In Rules, muſt tye his hands behind. 
They hate ® Concord, Difcords are 
The only Rudiments of War. 
They {light fch Rules ; and boaſt their fate 
In breakiny yours, or Priſthar's Pate. 
\ Tt 1s then vainer to reherſe + | 
To them the Nicerics of Ve; 
" | When 
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When they will ſwear before: your Face 
That Syzelepha's are a Grace; 

And how they ſerye to'trim each line 
With knots, and make the Mzſes fine 3 


- That 'tis a pretty-apiſh jarr, 


And imitates the feats of War ; 

One word here runs on th' others point, 
Another too. has loſt a Joynt; | 

A Synelepha's but a skar 

In Verſe, and thoſe no Scandals are 

With Sozldiers, where they bring more grace 
Than Moles to any Ladies face. 

And if a Verſe ſhould prove too ſhort 
They'l have ſome lame Excuſes fort 3 


| To want a Foot 1s no more fault 


Than for a Soldier 'tis to bault. 


The CHEAP INVITER. 165. 


To the Right Honourable Patrick Viſcount Chaworth, 


inviting him to Veniſon of his own ſending. 


_— Promiſe I fuſpe&t not in the leaſt; 
And tho the Scripture calls Believers bleſt; 
Tis wiſe Civility not to reſtrain 
From doubling pray'rs for what we would obtain. 
When Comrt or Church Preferments do beſtow, 
They are not only begg'd, but paid for too. 
Whereas you yours more genrouſly diſpence, 
And noble are, all at your own expence. 
Thus liberal Princes, when they Viſits give, 
Exhauſt not by the favour, bur relieve. 

| G 4 Be- 
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Beſides the blefimg of his Eye, the Sun, 
Makes rich the Earth that Winter had undone 
Yet ſeeks no more reward for all he brought, 
Than ſome cold water for his —_— Draught. 
And tho, my Lord, I may too juſtly fear 
Yow!l ſcarcely find a better Treatment here 
You ſhall be welcome, 'and have Thanks good ſtore: 
And Heav'n for all it's Bleſſings asks no more. 


— 


KNIGHTHOOD. 1664. 


1o my honoured Friend Sir Fran. Leck, being made 
Knight and Baronet. - 


His Title aim'd for Merit, now the Sta/le 

For Fools, fince Honour 18 exposd to Sak. 
Whoſe Chapmer for the moſt part make it baſe: 
As Cromwel's Lords brought Scarlet 1n diſgrace. 
"Twas Faloxr's badge; but now ſome new Knights know, 
Nor ſee drawn Sword, but that which dybs 'em o. 
This (2/ory was too bulkey, far toq wide 
For ſuch ſlim Heroes in their upſtart Pride. 
The mighty Gyant Honour, vexing, ſhares 
His' Trophies to Pigwiggin-Souls like theirs. 
Like Boys oppreſt, in Arms they idly fit: 
Goliah's Sword would only David fit. 


Nor was there any way -left to redeem 

It's credit, or create a new-eſteem, 

But by your Name-' ſo'that which was thought fit 
To honour. others, you have honour'd it. 


Your 


<a ai -- <a An. add a_5 


POEMS. 8g” 


Your conſtant Soul ſtood firm in wicked times; 
Which murder'd Loyalty, and favour'd Crimes. 
Caſtles and Armies fell beneath their hand 

Yet you (more ſtrong than either) nobly ſtand. 
That thund'ring force, which madethree Nationsbow, 
Stirr'd not the Lawrel on your warlike Brow, © 
e: | Which did not there, as your Protection, fit; 
Inſtead of guarding you, you guarded it. 

Sa that which as the Grard of Valour ſtands, 

Boaſts that it took it's Safety from your hands; 
And Fortyne, that does trample on the World, 

; | Yettrampled on, beneath your feet is hurl'd. 


This made you watch'd fo by that jealous Crew 

Yet your Souls noble Motions you purſue. 

To keep a ſtanding Guard they were oblig'd ; 

And you did always eat, and ſleep belieg'd. 
\ | They rated you an Army, could withſtand | 4 
v, | The Body casly, when they held the hazd. 

And when their Crimes the Blefling them deny'd 

To be of yours, they wiſh'd you of their fide. 

Thus did you force 'em both to Fear and Love; 

As did become the Son of thund ring Jove. 

Thus them, without a Sword, you Pris ners took; 
Who {lighted Cannons, trembled at your look. 

Then he that without Arms did: Cong'rour ſtand, . 

What will he do arm'd now with juſt command? 


GRIEF, 
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4 GRIEF. 1664 
Upon the death of my dear S. Mrs.P. $. 


Cm dearSiſter ! precious Soul, farewel ! 
Goto thy fitter place, where thou wilt dwell 
With thy Companions, ſpotleſs Virgins ; where 
Thy Veil will be as white as any there : 


Of thineawn ſpianing too, ere thou went'ſt hence; 


Made up of Chaftity, and Ianacence. 

But now, alas, this ſad truth I havelearn'd, 
None can write Elegies that are concern'd. 
Objeds too near, are never ſeen ſo well 

As thoſe which at remoter diſtance dwell. 
Grief, when tisgotten to the higheſt pitch, 
Damms up our tears, and locks up all our Speech. 
(7roans then prove you articulate! appear 

So courteous, Reader, as to drop a tear. 

And fince Grief dulls the Muſes 3 pleaſe to try 
Thy fitter Genizs tor an Elegy. 

And when th' haſt loft as dear aFriend as mine, 
I promiſehere todoe as much for thine. 


p— — 


The GIPSIE. 1664 


pon Betty Boſwel, Danghter to Captain Boſwel, 
** Leader of the Gipfies, to vindicate her. 


lu EW IS 


Gipfe | no ſuch wonder, ſince tis known 
How great 2neen Cleopatra's ſelf was one 3 
And that Mark Antony (whom old Rome ſaw 


One of the three that to the World gave Law) 
| h | Wander'd 


OE” 
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Wander'd abroad, leaving his Native home, 


A Captain of the Gipſies to become. 
We may as well that Empreſs Learning flout, 


 Whofirſt from Egyptrangd the World about. 


Becauſe black-hair'd, and of a browniſh hew, 
Muſt Madanz Betty be a Gypſie too? 
The beſt complexion ſure! andall men know, 


That lines of Beauty nought to Colours owe. 
| What though her Cheeks betann'd? it may be gheſt - 


The ſhadow only that her Eye-beams caſt. 

Talk not what Silver dropsin Pearls are found 3 .. 
Black is the Water of a Diamond. Cbright : 
Her eyes ( thoſe ſparkling Gems) hence ſhine more 
Jewels advance their luſtre in the night. 

There's none who ſees her tho, but would be proud, 
[xion-like, todally with this Cloxd. 


—— 


The IriſÞb MASSACRE. 1664 
Upon Captain Robert Sutton's death ix Ireland. 


Rave Satton | Drums and Trumpets fit thine Herſe 
More than the ſlight ſolemmity of Verſe. 

The Myſes Heralds may put up with ſhame, 
They are out-ſounded by the Trump of Fame. 
'Tis fitter far that thou great Mars ſhouldſt have 
Cloſe Mourner, then Apollo at thy Grave. | 
Thy Martial Steed, with his courageous Nezgh, - 
Joſtles my Pegaſus out of his way. its 9174 
Thy Sword has carv'dout ſuch a laſting Story, 
My Pez adds nothing to thy full-grown glory. 


Here 


[ 
—_ 


Here lies a Youth, had but his Stars been kind, 
Or Fortune equal to his Birth, and Mind 3 

He had brave Sidzey, and thaſe Sparks outgone, 
Whodid at thirty all that could be done. 
Butnonecan limm him right, who have not been 
Where they might him before his Troop have ſeen, 
How he that day made many Dons tofall, 
When Engliſh Swords protefted Portugal. 
Where dying Valour he again revivd: 

Like thy Sonl, when to a Body newly 'arrivd. 
The luſtre that his Arms, andAGions ſhow'd, 
Like Lightnirg,darted through the Swlph'ry Cloud. 
His beauty then, with heat of fight improv'd, 
Had Vers ſeen, ſhe Mars no more had lov'd. 
Yet was he not provoking, nordid watch, 

Like T7zder, alwaies ready for a Match 

He rather ſeem'd like to the hardy Flizt, 

Cold until ſtruck, tho Firelye dormant in't ; 
 Orlike a Tempeſt that is ſlow to rite. -- 

But woe to him, that in its way then lies ! 

This madeold gallant Schomberg ſo admire 

To find new kindled here his youthful fire ; 
This made him court him every way to own 


What he that day deſerv'd, the Lawrel Crows. 


Blind Love!*twas thou allur'dſt him toneglc& 
Bellona's Favoursto gain thy reſpe&. 

Who would believe ſuch Toyes ſhould Swttozx move 
To leave crown'd Vi&ory, and follow Love? 

The Moral he made good, and, to his coſt, 

Snatch'd at the Shadow, but the Subſtance loſt. 


iy 
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Il fare thoſecharms ! that made him ſhun the light, _ 
For vain 1deas, only fit for Night! 


Nor can, nor ſhall ſhe thrive, but helpleſsbe 3 
Falſe to her (lf, inbeing falſe to thee! 


Farewel, brave Soul ! the raging Iriſh Seas 

Contain not tears enow for thy deceaſe. - 

That rainy Region, though it weep each day, 

For thy ſad loſs does but due tribute pay. 

| Ingrateful Ireland ! thou haſt coſt us dear, 
Commuitting herea ſecond Maſſacre. 


The CLAIM. 1655. 


To my honoured friend Sir Clifford Clifton. 
To whom is dedicated the enſuing Poet. 


IR, Ipreſent you here with nothingnew ; 

Since what I writenow, all before-time knew. 
Your Father's merits were I th? laſt Age knowns 
And ſhall be, when this and the next is gone. 

Inſfuch Records they need not up be laid ; 
Tho K ings, nay Gods, of old, have crav'd that aid. 
Tradition will preſerve it 3 whence may come 
More good, and wonder, than from thoſe of Rowxe; 
Yetev'ry Poetnow ſhould havea fling : 
As ev'ry bungling Painter draws the King. 
But I prefume ſo much of Art to own, 
Tofay the Pi&ure's.like,tho faintly drawn. 
| Lit be bigger made, than others drew 3 
It is that I grieve morethan others do. 

| ; And 
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And reaſon good ; fince what I have of Fame, 

Is only:that which from his Friendſhip came. 
Since then you heir his Goodneſs well as Lands; 
I humbly clara my Por#507 from your hands. 


— — 
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The Old-Englth GENT LE MAN. 1665. 


An Elegiac Poem upon the truly honourable Sir Gervas 
Clifton, of Clifton, Kight avd Baronet. 


d I. 


_ me one told on ſhore, 
_ } Orewhelmdin tides of Grief before ; 
Come to my {af 1 now mult hizz deplore. 


Men well gh drown'd; cannot 1nvent 
One word, whilſt any Water's pent; 
So Grief is filent, untill Tears haye vent. 


But now my Sorrow is wept dry, 
_ , And1loeng {ance did t#t.cach Eye; 
Tears from my Per muſt now that wane ſupply. 


Yet.if I:every tearſhonld tell, 
They would into an Ocean ſwell ; 
Theſe are but.thoſe that i.my Standiſp tcl. 


But nov. thele iJides thair Banks muſt break, | 
Leſt'ſtinding-too leng ftill they make 


[The clear-quick Streams of Helicon a Lake. —_ 
+ i 
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Roſes lofe '(cerit-if too'thtich ſteeprs 
And Marra monvldy grows if too long Kept. © '- 


Silent 1 was when 1'did 'corhe 


7 Tattend the Sermoy &re His Top : 
When Sor ſpeaks,Purruſſus ſhould be-durb,y- 
As Though Poets hence aremobleſt ctown'd 5 


They are,-alas! tooJeldom found 
To trace their Meafures'out iholy ground. - - 


Yet when'm He RS | 
Are tutyd'to'th' key of rhugel-Quizes ; 
Such Breathings an Geka te : y_ ES 


| 

| "Tis well 'if/Paphian Lawrels tmay * 
 'Prefimeto/(Weepthedult away,” 

Fell from thei Propher's feet thit:/olewn day. + 


| Eſpecially my fading Bays : 
Tog often wither'd-by theRays : 
 Oth' Cyprian Star, whereon young Dotards gaze. 


Yet if my Myſe can now indite 
Any..thing, that comes-near the.right 3 
Bleſt Cliftoz: / *tis become thy Proſelhzte. _ 


| d [-nitghts 
| Mig good to' treat 6f Subje7r (fie: 
An Atheiſt once of Heaven writ,” +, 


| And Heav'n was pleaſed/to convert his Wit. 
| | But 
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But what can 1//# or Verſes do 
Tohis Advance 2? alas ! *tis true, 
They may contract his greatneſs to our view. 34 


Phebus needs none but his own Light; 
 ProſpeFives make not him more bright, 
But only ſerve to aid our purblind Sight. + Þ4 


From Romes Republick Crowns did come; 
But Yerſe can. give a nobler doom 
Yet he crowns Verſe; as Ceſar crowned: Rome, | 


Poets ſhall-make his Name to bear 
Live-Lawrels, and inhabit there: 
As Nightingales on Orphew#'s Sepulchre, | | 


Yet they who can themſelves retrieve | 
Fro' th' Grave,' and Life to others give; 
Will gladly court his Shadow there to live. | 


Y- 3- 
"Tis faid,” the Pourtraitare of Wit 
Exceeds the Life, and is thien fit, 
When 'tis not ſo like us as we like it. 


But ſuch vain Rules we tiow miaſt ſhun ; 
Hyperboles are here out-done; 
As much as Candles are out-ſhin'd by th' Sur. 


A.genuine Beauty ſuits each dre#; 

faces, to their ſhame, cont;ſs 
All Art but paints 'em mto UIglineſs, 1 
| Greaf 
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tn mens —_ are oft wp ply'd 
By Verſe, henceiCyimtes derive er Pride: 
Thus Cafar's Gaviand Bn his- BaldneS hide. 


But no more hos falls to our ho 
Thini'ts thoſt Chanber-maids, "Whoſe care 
But waſhes Facet that” before were fair.” 4 
; VITIOU 4d 10 *] | 2! 
If Truth ſhould never be expreſt 
But by.thoſe who .Gindo-m rel 
She might 80 cake fil, or. 6.thioly deafl 


At C renations- were a thin "WM 
 Meſt;ſtrange, af fings 
Or none but Camtiers Yd fv Ry 


Prom low Stops higheſt Notes are rais A; * 
y. POOT mens Pray'rs none axe diſgrac'd : 
Ceſar did Vo when in a Cottage prais di 


"$1 Wit is here by Grief ous-danes. ; 
And Brains Siflolind. to Tears dd run; 
Yet Tears diſtill 'd thus may prove Helizon, 


- - 


Letr never any Poets more, | 
The help of orher Streamsimplore; 
| Here is ſullijenc to increaſe their ſtore. -/; 


May hes amend what I have done; 


. By.my Defects their helps are ſhown: 
Thus Honee ſet Edge ; tho themſelves have none. 


H h. 4 
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So here too Fete © is, becauſe too much. 
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Lay whe Pf fit Learn 6 
By him alone thoſe Yn Vere pon were bail C i 
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Tho fititiage: 


| 


| 


The reaſon is, It never ſhrouds } , 
Its beams with any.low-born Clowgs 
This Family is only Light in crouds. 


Strange! not to. find one low. defire ! 
A.poble Climax | {till climbhigher ! 
The generous flame ne'r qut.] right Veſtal Fire! 


Heroes are by ſuch Matches found : 
When heavenly Dew falls on right groutid, 
Roſes and Lilies in great ſtore abound. 


Unequal mixtures courſer are * 
Velvets appear more rich and fair 
Than glitt'ring Stwffs made wp of Silk; and Hair. 


Thoſe Off-springs that are old and good, 
Loſe luſtre, joyn'd with common blood : 
The flyer ſtream run out, nought's left bit Mad. 


Hence 'tis each Age they fall more low 3 
Their houſes leſs and lefler Grow : 
Like thoſe of Gothlaxd that are built of Sow. 


The Sui has Miſts, the Moor: her blots, 
Venus her Moal, the Ermin Spots ; 
Th Apoſiles Judas had, and England Scots. 


Fhis then muſtbea wond'rous fight 3 | 
Strange Day | that never knew a Night; 
A miracle lng Shade attends this Light ! 


H 2 Only 
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Only ſome buſie Pates find ones Tis 
And that becauſe too like the Sur ; hopefulcen 
For our late Pheba#x had his Phaeton.  Yem-thom 


Yet this Remark falls to his ſhare, 
His Morrirg did moſt bright appear 
Heavn grant his Evening prove bur half fo fair. 


But here's ſome comfort in the Cloſe ; 
He that had much might ſometimes loſe: 
Tho one Star fell, yet he had many roſe. - 


'Mongſt which his Pheſpher does appear: 
Bright Star! mount now thy Fathers Carr; 
And may thy. Beams (like his) ſhine long and far. 
Sce with what twiſted Rays heſhines! ing 
What Heroes may ſpring from thoſe Loyns 
Where noble Clifford's blood with Cliften joyns ? 


F-. 4 


+ But let us now again adjourn ' 
-**"Fhe Court of our Requeſts; and turn 
Our Thoughts once more to the great Father's Um. 


An Orn! .which precious ſtuff does line; 
Whoſe Luſtre does quite thorough ſhine; 
And hereby ſhews the Relicks are divine. 


Could Rome but of him (as hers) vaunt, 
I'th Kalendar ſhe would him paint, 


And turn a Saizt already to a Sairt. 
| But 


þ 
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But he does no ſuch Varniſh need ; 
Himſelf did his-true Glory breed, 
And on its proper Subſtances can feed. 


Cato the period: was, and Pride 
Of ancient Roxzez nor ist deny d 
But that Old England too with Clifton dy'd. 


The Hoſpitality of old 
(Which gave that Age the name of Go/d ) 
He did revive, and afterwards uphold. 


The noble Pzles thoſe times did rear, 
Inviting Land-marks did appear, 


| And gave free Welcome to each Paſſenger. 


Not like thoſe, which our poor-»ex call 
(And may too) Mock-beggar-Hall; 
Where Rats and Aice do into Famine fall. 


Their ProſpeZs yield a falſe delight: 


Thus Nazplizs, with deceitful Light, 
The Grecians did to barren Rocks invite. 


But Clifton gain'd no ſuch Reportz 
By th entertainment and reſort, 


ut 


| It ought in Juſtice to be call'd a Court. 


Nor did his vaſt Revenzes riſe 
; From Rackings, worlt of Tyrannies ; 
His Farms were Portions, and his Rerts a Prize. 


He would not ſach hard Perr'worths let, 
Like th' Tyrant Ryſſe, who in a Pet 


Took Tribute from his Subjefts Reſt and Swear. 
7 H 3 His 
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His Charity aimdtigh, and true; 
Not like ſome'Great ones in qur view ; 
He made as many, as they did undo. 


To that profid Zeal he tie're did fall, 
Alms Houſes build in bh of all 


For every poor man was his Hoſpital. 


Tho ſtill his Cherity aim'd hightr: 
Like Moſet byſo, that facred Fire 


Did not conſume it ſelf, nor yet expire. 


AlFs Neighbours he did loye ſo well ; 
Although a Cedar, Truth muſt tell, 
His drops ne're hurt the Shrubs on which they fell. 


Amongſt thoſe Days, whoſe nipping pow'r 
- Did almoſt blaſt each hopeful Flow, 
And verdant Tree, his Lawrels (cornd to lour. 
Baſe AJions he did ſo. defie, Ro 
He loſt what would an Earldom buy, — = 
Rather than ſell one Drachm of Loyal. utes 
Let Fortune all her Ills mvent z 
Like true El/:xir, his Intent 
Improvement did receive from cach Event. 


Diamonds by darkneſs ſhew their light ; 
Oppreſs'd like Laxrels, he's more ſtraight; 
A well-built-Arch is ſtronger by its weight. : | 


Tho 
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After Great As had' montrn 4, 
Twelve years, her Sorrows were a 1; z 
Her Joys againy with glorious Charles ra— | 


} 1.0 Irs, ri 


When Clifien did attend his Traits, * | 
How he rejoyc'd, to find again 
| The ancient Gldties of his Grande" Relged 


Thus Neſtor's BliG-bo did enjoy z 
In x ce his laſt days to employ, 
After the tedious: s bloody Wars of Troy. i 


- G7 


But ſtill his Warfare 1s not done 3". 
There's one Fight tore he cannot ans 5 
None truly crown'd untill that Battle's wor: - - * 


This was, Alas! his ſharj &fightz diedof the 
Tho wage a dep Net ig P EST 


But moſt to ay rt in the race light; | 
H 4 Th' 
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ThiFgptien baly:dDankneſs "ſpy'd 
I'thi Clond,: PE Helo gue; 
'Twas ſo t0,them, Light; 09 the other'ſide. ) 


Immunity! $tQ hoheallow 5! -f 
: Iris, 16 ber gayiCdlours: proud, 
Is made berwixt the Rui Gin-tow and a Claye 


In's laſt Mile he way forc'd to ſtay 
Turmoil'd with pains: and Church-mer fay 


The Road to Paradiſe i Is: ngyged way.” 


Foe crown us whe are hardly = 
And Dangers nobleſt Conquelts get get 
For Lavrels' flouriſh Iu when eps in Sweat 


Clouds could-r not adhere all his Beams; 
Moſt patient in his ſad Extreams: 
The martyr d Saints thus [md amidſt their flames. 


He p raying paid: the Nebt he ow'd; 
His laſt Breath, whence he had it, ſhow'd; 
His Aſhes, like to thoſe of Incenſe, glow'd. 


And'now, .poor Muſe, cloſe up thoſe Eyes 
../Whence all thy Light and Hopes did riſe: 
The $ ap being ta'n away; = Liwrel dies. f 


— 


The POET on Face. 1665.” To Mr, S. 


HO late, I come at laſt this ſtay of mine 
Carries no more of Rudeneſs than Dogs 
or 
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For well I know the common Cuſtom's ſuch, 
That look'd-for Gueſts find always chear too much. 
Which my weak Stomack never coulddigeſt; 
Since too much Expectation daunts a Gueſt. 
But this, Sir, was notall my Mxf kept home, 
Conſtrain'd by fate, elſe ſhe had ſooner come. 
She wants a Steed ; and ſhe has got the pride 
o _ Girls,that rr on mag ride} 

ut the ſtrange-Horſe-diſeaſe, that ragd with us, 
Amongſt ſome others, caught my Pegaſz. 
But tho he did eſcape 3 He yet does lack 
The only Medicine, a Drench of Sack : 
Which is ſuch coſtly feeding this hard year, 
Our Hackries will be, than our ſelves, more bare z 
I mean us Poets : For thoſe who are able 
Keep their Jades lean Y the Study, fat r th' Stable. 
[ loyter'd thus hoping at Lemton-fair, 
Amongſt our Gallants, I might borrow there. 
Alas, 1a vain ! unleſs ] would ſhift thus, 
Making a Hobby-Horſe my Pegaſus. 


A— a 


The PICK-POCKET. 1655. 
1o my good friend Mr. R. Maſon. raptime. 


IF Clients wants, or follies grant thee pauſe ; 

- Or Sack, which is more powerful than Laws 
Pleaſe to unbend a while; lay Plozdox down, 

And Cook, the two worſt pick-pockets r th' Town. 
They rob with priveledge, and pow'rful hands 3 
When the poor Cutfurlſe cloſe, and trembling _ 


And yet their: malice is'at them diſpleagd : 
Thus Alexander a lefs Phirat ferz'd. i © | 

The Law attaches Felons when it-pleaſes : 
The Plaguefo routs'the Pox, \and fmall diſcafes, 
Yet we muſt ſeekyjrs help ; for "tis well known, 
Mall Cut-purſe ſought to help folks rotheir own. 
Leave then this Scandal, and repair-to-me 3 
Who, tho half drunk, 'thirſt for oy Company. 
Here's Sack, if Noy (the quicket « 

Had ſupp'd, he would have ta'n before a bribe. 
Such as will makethee eloquent as Fizch 5 
And yet not cek thy Rherrick with a Clinch. 
Each dropofwhich-a Ruby will create, 
Inriching Noſes at the Indian rate.  - 

Haſte then, or we ſhall be ſo rich and. great, 
We ſhall diſdain, what now we do intreat. 


your Tribe ) 


The MISTAKE. 1665. 


Opon drinking a Glaſs of Beer to C. }. B. 
for one of Sack, raptin. 


Ardon, great Baccbar, I repent ! 
The Error has its puniſhment : 
Poor Travellers are:cheated ſo, ; 


That come where Sodom Apples grow. 
This change of minehas'his Gigrac | 
Who did, for Juo,' Clouds 1 * 
Nor is the diftance leſſer. here ;. - 
Immortal Sack, and Mortal Beer !- © 
So did the crazed Hebrew: fayl, - 
Deſerting God, to go to Baal. | 


: 
- 
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Your. Spaxiſb Donna has a touch mn 
More | —_— than the thick-skir'd Drtch. 
One thus a Beauty thought to wed, 

But: got a Gypſie ta his Bed: + | 

Beer has that tann'd and yellow hew, 

Like hers that did-the Liquor brew.- 

When Sack's Complexion is refin'd; 

As though it were with Sun-beams lind. 


© —_— 


The DISGUISE. 1665: 


Upon Mr. Get. Lee, imputing a ſcandalous Paper to. 
me, and ſubſcribing his Name covertly within 
Circle of irrverted Letters. 


Ather than ſaffer this, injur'd Muſe ! 
Mount now, and ſpur thy sku-bald Pegafus ; 
And turn Apparitor. Here's baſtard Wit 
Laid at thy Door, if thou wilt Father it. 
Obſerve the Caſtling well! Whar, no Wall-eye, 

Mare-face, or Mark, to know the Stallionby ? 
Look there at loweſt end a Buttock-brand ; 
A Tranſcript from that ift the Father's hand. 
His ſhrivel'd Name (fit for a larger Stage) 
Shows like to Bajazet within his Cage; 

His envious-black-mouth'd Verſes make it faid 

| A Knot of Snakes, tom from Erinie head. 

A peeviſh Fiend within a Circle ſhut; 

Homer's fond Fables ramnrd into a Nutz 

'A Knave in Fettersz Gotham in a Map; 

A crafty Fox caught juſtly in a Trap. 
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Thy Name, methinks, peeps forth, and ſeems to be 
(As th' Owner ought) upon a Pillory. 

Juſtice trumphant 1s 3 nor can it chooſe, 

When ſuch a Hang-man's catch'd in his own Nooſe. 


—_—— 


The MERCHANT. 1655. 
QOpon the Death of my Br. Mr. $.S, in the Canaries. 


HO knows his Fate, or where he ſhall expire? 
| 'Tis comfort tho,that Heav'nisno wherenigh'r 
Than where we dye. The Grave's an humble riſe, 
From whence we take our leap into the Skies. 

A true Enlargement Death for all prepares; 
\ Takescares from Young-men, and Old-men froni cares, 


| Let us not then his loſs of hopes deplore ; 


Thoſe who have full 15 ag 1+ hope no more. 
Hope is the Balm of Life, and Balm 1s found 

In vain, when we no more can have a Wound. 

Nor could long Life have much advanc his Story 3 
They have gain'd full enough who have gain'd Glory. 
His vertuous Inclinations clamm that State; 

Such early hopes attraGt the (miles of Fare, 

Nor did he vainly fuck in foreign Air, 

Since half the World now claims in him a ſhare. 

A Life to him his loved Exrope gave ; 

And Africk did beſtow og, him a Grave. 

Thoſe Ifles ts him did fortunate appearz 

And he gain'd well who purchasd Heaven there, 


The 
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The CAV ALEER. : 1665; 


| An Elegy upon Capt. Ben Marſhal's Death. 


'Rwhelm'd in Night, and Grief I ſit 3 
For Verſe, or Humour moſt unfit : 
Aurora's Mother both of Joy, and Wit. 


By day, the Charters of the Spring 
Warble, and keep time with the Wing 5 
But yet by Night the Nightingale does fing. 


'Tis midnight now, andall at reſt ;; T 
Except the ſorrows in my breſt ; 10.864 
Which are ſo far from ſleep, they yet are dreſt. - :- 


For Verſe isGrief's moſt Solemn dreſs ; 
Verſe, more than tears, can grief expreſs; _. 
Such dropstheir laſting fountains muſt confeſs. 


: For tears (tho from a double R3/! ) 
Are ſometimes dry, the Brain ſprings ſtill 3 
It isthe Conduit, and its Pipe the Zill. 


Let none Gay Verſe may leſſen Grief : 
David (altho the Poet's Cheif ) 
His tears fro' th' Muſes fountain got relief. 


No artifice is needful here 


a —— order'd 
( Like Herod's) to exatt a tear 3 all bis Nobles 
His 10f$ its ſelbs a general Maſlacre. —_— 


ſothat it might be attended with general art 
- 
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He ſuch true Friendſhip did poſleſs, 
Ag might irs waſting ftock increaſe, 
And furniſh this our jarring World with Peace. 


© Such a Companion all would crave, 
gt | \ Or ſuch to be, or fuch to have; 
Nay: we for him did Wixe, Plays, Women, wave. 


To provehis Hrclinations right z He weneto aft 
His Loyd#.was his delight : ng 
For tho a Boy, he lefthis Play to fight. ; 'old. 


Thoſe Wounds, which for the King he met, 
Spoke YI 'Tolsz for Blood's the Sweat 
Of Honour, the Scarlet Souldiers get, 
"Tho Fortune {to maintain her ſpite) 
| Did aid the” Wrong againſt the Rights 
He courage ſhew'd in Sutffrings; as -irt Fight. 


.1n Perſecution he had ſharez 
Yet Patietice did that {mart tepair: 
So Thandley troubles, and yet cleats the Air. 


As in thoſe days he ſcormrd to bow 
"To any Ti/ani thieatting Brow z 
$0 he diſdaind as baſe a crouching/now. | 
For though this Worth could not be heard, 
' ©, He knew #t was it's own. reward 5 | 
Sigee T raitors were pretar'd, he favours frard. 


k 
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It would, but our devotion. blame, 
Alone the inward' Rztes to name, 
And quite neglet the ſtately Temples frame. 


Sach was his Body, ſtrait and high Z 
And thenthe Chryſtalsof each Eye 
Did well reflec the beautics of his Sky. 


His Body's ſtrength, like to his Mind 
That we deſpair in one to find 


Their equal, *till at laſt again they're joyn'd... . 


ipeſt ſooner faffer wrong 3 
'This im dye; alas, too young : 
Tis hard torun ſofaſt; and' travel long. 


” That Cong'rour Death (to name him right) 
Durſt not truſt hereto his own might 3 
But cowardly ayoided open Fight. Fe. 


H" attack him like a wily Foez — *_ 
Waſted his ſtrength withouta blow:5 + / /-/ 
And kept aloof till fureto find itſo. 


Yet ſtill rbiftriſtfalto prevail, 
With aft his force did him affail; 
Yet till the laſthis' Heart did never fail. 
| Thus Martial Troy (that Gods did build) | 
Defended"by the'ſfacred Shield; = * 
When all was loft, the Templethen did yield. | 


POE MS. 
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Rue Fame, from Envy, takesno wing $ 
Where Merit is, Stexes find a Tongue, 

; And this declares--- Here lies inclosd | 

A Body, was ſo well composd | 

wa ſtrength, and beauty 3 none could find 

An equal to it, but, his Mind. .. .. 

Heav n has bis Sol, the World his F. ame 

We only can his ody claim... 

Death ( that gteat Chymiſt*) has refirtd” 

The mn, and, left the ofs behund. 
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The'G 08S 1-P'8./ 1666 1: 


"_ Sir Clifford Clifton, for. Buck againſt 
| 4 Chri ifs” ning, 71 | 


Y fate is, when f write to you. 
To own ol favours, or: | 
Not ſtrange with Poets 3 {ince.an. z 
And Thanks, make up; the Boo k, of P als... 
'Tis lawful, when, like the AR wont, | 
The Benefador's ſhewn vr th\Froxt 
My wants need no more. Vouchers p: 
Then that I Verſe, and.Chrldrer make. \. ||; ;.4 
Both got inan odd itching Vein 3 
Expenſiveto the Parſe, _ Brain. 1. 
Yet of the two: Children are moſt;;. 
With labour born, broughtup —"y is cadW 
Eſpecially ſince Golſips now 
Eat more at Chriſtnings, than beſtow. 


— 
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Formerly when they us'dto troul | 
Gilt Bowls of Sack, they gave the Boil ; 
Two Spoons at'leaſt 3 ar vale il} kept ; 

Tis well now if our ownbeleft, ' 


Since Friends are ſcarce,and:Neighbours many, 
Who will lend months, 'butnota penny 3 
| maſt ( fince poor, as almsſt may be ) © - - 
Thyeſtes like, cook up'a Baby. 

Or if you grit not a ſupply, 

Muſt ev'n provide a Criſoze Py, 

It will be tenderer then Gelly, 

$0 long parboil'd in Mothers Belly, 


Venus and Mars Cotiſpirers. be, 

And frown'd:ow my. Nativity. 

My Fortunes, firſt by War o'rpow'rd, 

Ant now, alas, by. Lovedevour'd. . 
Children will rob what Rowund-heads left : 
Yet we make bleſſings of the theft. 

The gain's:ſoon-told, if wecompare 

Our jy with grief, our hope with care/: | 
Children grow. up: as we-decay, 
Their ſtructures on our Graves they lay. 
And Chriſtning-Feaſts are'but a Toll 
Exaced, or an earlier Dole, - 

A Font brings far the heavier doom 

To a poor Father, than a'Tombe. 
We're broughtto th' Grave with Solemn ſtate, 
Where Friends and Mourners kindly wait : 
Worms on our Corpſes only thrive 

But Greſts devour us here alive, 


To 
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To) you the Pow'r, (Sing = falls. :; 

Toſave me from theſe Caniboln. © \71\ Jo thin} 3g 
A Buck, you know,.oft? ſtops the fury... . wo? at 
Both of an hungry Judgednd.fury., | vc lt) 7 1 
Pleaſe to beſtow one ; He ſhall run 

In four Parks then, inſtead. of one.” -;;; -;;; 

| Wee follow. th' Chaſe fo; tare ſal mn 

Be forc'd toleave the Cryſtked Walls: 

"Till to the inmoſt CopſehEiskips, -//,-; 

Pal d round with Teeth and. bedg'd: with bis 
There Blown, and hot. we:will deſigh;: 

To make him plunge in;Pewds of 

Then, Sir, your health {ball = 

As Crown to the Solemmity. 

And he who dares that bealth difown;. :!. | 

Shall have the Horne, ap not the Crons: 
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The PARTHIAN ARCHER; ils," 1 
Upon a Spaniſh Needle. 2.run. into a Ladies, Breech...: 

ELL hit; ſmall Dax! Tle riow:proteft - "| 

Thatiave-eyd nk 1) 

Thy piercing Charge,gone>can wi 1) 

When guided/by-a-d:adiezs and, :1o 25117 67] 


Sattrattive, and\lo fair aMark;+,: anti) = 

. A man might hit, tho in eAark 169 111; 10 >Mrzd 
Such a white pair:of Buttz evin wod:: ii. + / 
Make all men ſhoot, liake\Robrw! Hoods. - of 
Whoſe fteadyarn ſiath credit got, G3 | 119 
It never miſt to,cleave:the-Mott. |. ii 2:20W 
All would with David's Slingedars, 0 wo © 
Arad aim their ſtores to! wie the Hair, oo 14 300 
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Spanifh Pake S ani. 
15 mr her through the double Mat 
Of Coats and: Swrock'! when Oupid's Canmiote 
ove ered wheadls that it does ſtand on) 
| in vain on that deſign, DERS 
And' s forcd at laſt to undermnrie. CODE 


Sure Cypid, thirl Git fach diick, 
Approach'd [onear the Fonmair's brink 3/ 
And 'd thit Butt whence he did /know -- 
Rich NeZar, thnn'd up there, would flow: - 
The waving Neale here foes fix, © _ 

And ſieady wn her North-ſtar ſticks. 
Hence that Magnetich does come 5 5 

No Loadfſtone wa La 'S Bumm. ' 
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The CANARY: ISLANDS. "1666, 


To my dearly beloved Brother, | 
Mr. Williatn Shi ipman, Merchant there.” 


Bart Bercbws, God of Poetry, by right + ; 


Lend me thine influence, whilſt now 1 writes : b 


Thy Szckbut cant into my breaſtinſpire -: {i;-! 
More ative heat, than can Apollo's eget 
He's an Uſurper 3 and his pow'r acrack, . 
Ifwe his Helicon compare with Sack. 

Lock up that Ne&ar but a year or two;' 

And ſce ro all his Hippocrene can do. 

That Trough of Pegaſus! a pretious grace | | 

; To vaunt thus of an Hackrey's wat /ine-placel 


EIN) 1 3 No 


- " ” 
2 - OO. >. v5 £ Stone Rat 
EA " F an as WT TO, IP.” 7 EH £:*0 LY . q 
7 ad £ Rs REES. 2 f : £2 «5792 +: - A Ee 
wi 2 44 = »* s 's \ 
2 > - - _— 45K? 2 > ©. n Su. " 4 a 
N -- iy w/4 b WX = *- _ <6 ey BYaR 4 —_ ; PY » ” wm 
Re = - 4h . y L - 
2 f 4 ” rt 4 - 
| © hs . 
5 C4 ; a 
5 - by , b £ - ” - 
s >. * Is £ id 
Wy 


| © Not the leaſt ſark of Wit it can inſpire, 


Without aſſiſtance both of Malt and Fire. . | | 


When Heat within the lufty:Grape does grow, 
'Tis to it's ſelf Malt, Heat, and Water too. 
A Pipe of Sack (which is a_ Bacchws's Throne) 
Is both Parnaſſmr and a Helicor. | 
uno her ſelf and Venws too are dull, 
If Hebe do not fill their Glaſles full. © 
New Vigour:to their Eyes it does afford; 
Mars (wears it whets his Coxrage and his Sword. 
The Spirits of Jove himſelf are dull as Lead, 
Without this Ne&ar fill'd by Ganimede ; 
He's one of Bacchns's Drawers. Sack creates 
Life in thoſe Gods that do dire@ our Fates. 
See the Injuſtice then of lying Fame/ 
Bacchus deſerves, Apollo gets the Name! 
Thus Princes in their Wars fill up-the Story, 
When their brave Gererals deſerve the Glory. 


Bleft Soil 1'.that does diſtill fo rare a Juyce, 
_ More precious far than Cazaar did produce. 
The M3tk and Honey which did thence proceed, 
"Made only nauſeous Butter-milk and Mead. 
' WhoſeInfluence more of Phlegr than Blood did breed, 
Diſperſing Weakneſs through the Jewiſh Seed. 
Madethem deſift and irwees, of conquelt o're, 
Truckling to thoſe they trampled on before : 
When as the haughty Spaniard did decline 
The Univerſal Monarchy, 'till Wize 
Infus'd that lofty Spirit m his Veins; 
And more by tiat-then by his Sword he reigns. 


Bold 


————— I cg 
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Bold Britain does her Trophies here decline, 


. As never conquer'd but by Spaniſh Wine. 


Their mighty Navy, tho ſhe forcd to wrack, 
Yet falls beneath the Puiſſarce of Sack. i 
Had Sack been the Commodity, the Day , Ve vere 


worſted ar 


Had lucky been at|| Rheez, as Tercera. (KNOWN. xheex by 
French-Wines work ſmall efforts; as maybe France,our 
By th' Spirits, which in Gallick veins are ſhown. herientls 
Their Wines and Spirits both alike are vain 3 _ 


Soon kindled, and as ſoon pifsd out again. 5, 


Wonder then, that we fall not out with-Spair 
On purpoſe, thoſe rich [ſands to obtain! 

Our Exgliſh youth would all its valour try, 

In one fix months to win, and drink 'em dry. 
Wee'd rigg out ſach'a Fleet that all the Ground 
Should ſcarce ſufficient be for Ballaſt tound : 
And that high Peek there ſhould the honour gain, 
To be Main-maſt ! th' Royal Sovereign. 


The Rhyming Tribe would rally all its ſtore, 


And ſtrive to charm the Dolphins to the Shore, 
Where on their ſcaly Saddles they might ſit, 

Serving as Trumpets to th' Canary Fleet. | 
Whoſe ecchoing blaſts,like thoſe of Flame, would doz 
Incite their courages, and crown 'em too. 

What rich Incouragements might hence needs flow 3 
When they at once Lawrels, and Life beſtow ? 

Their ſhare ſhould then bedouble, as their pains3 
Becauſe their private, would be publick gains. 

For Sack is only proper for the uſe 

Of Poets, who can belt preſerve the juyce. 


I 3 Which 
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Which when diſtill'd by aCtive heats o'-th' brain, - - 
Is all th' Elzxir that our Chimiſts mean, 
Churchmen and Poets might increaſe their light ; 
Since Pſalms and Plays, both may be betterd by 't, 
None thar could get a Boat would ſtay behind ; 
Our very breaths would ſerve us for a Wind. 

Nay rather than be abſent on this Quarrel, 

There's ſome would yenture over ina Barrel; 
Deſpiling Tempeſts, and the fears of rack, 

With very hopes of filling it with Sack. 


Cowards would gladly bleed a Quart in fight, 


To drink a art of dearer Sack at night. 
And this does prove Bacchus the God of War ; 
Since he alone can make a Dutch-man dare. 


If you would kill theſe. Boars, let 'em not root 
Within a Vizezard, and you'l ſurely do't. 

Keep '*em from Brandy, and from other Wine, 
Thefe Holand Boars are worle than other Swine. 
O, tor ſome Devilliſh Swine-herd, to convey 

This Herd, like th' Gadarezes, into the Sea! 

But this conchyſion is not lately found ; 

Like th' Devit's Darlings, they will not be drown'd: 
Except by one attempt, which cannot fail 3 
When we get Sack, let's ſend 'em all our Ale, 
Which ſoon its wonderful Effedts will ſhew, 
And drown them, which the Oceqr cannot do. 
Hail, mighty Bacchws!. thou haſt won the Field 3 
Mars and Apollo both are forc'd to yield. 

Claim then the Empire dye to thy deſerts ; 


. And henceforth reign thou Ged of Arms and Arts. 


The | 
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| The Old MOURNER: 166+. 75 Sir |.D. 
Upon an Old Mourning Suit, 
W**; am I like now? do not ſpare 3 
A Picarpreachd thred-bare | 
Or younger Brother left to th' Heir. 


V% 


Worth waits not alwayes upon ſtore ; 
Deſpiſe not then the poor 3; 
Mock not a Cripple for his Sore. 


Silk cannot make each Wearer fine 
Nor does Gold only ſbine : 


Tiſſue wears out, unleſs you line. 


I flouriſh't once (I ſpeak aloud') 
As you, be ner ſo proud-:: 
_ Phebys himſelf may meet a Cloud. . 


Will Mourning, think you, freſh appear 
After 'tis worn a year ? | 
You may as well expect a tear. 


YetI could mourn fix twelve monthsmore, 
Upon a Lawtul Score 3 | 
And Ihave Friends, I hope, in ſtore. 


My Black:Coat ſpeckt you call white Ink ; 

Or tears o th' Tankard think ; 
Why Grief is thirſty, and-muſt drink. 
Grief's a Good-fellow, as appears ; 


For he willtipple. tears 5 


Your thirſty Mourner merits Jeers, 
b I 4 True 
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True Grief will make one lean appear  * P3 
| Conceit each thrid that's bare 
A Rib, by Grief conſumd fo near. 


Each mournful Hole that you eſpy 
Imagine then an Bye 
Wept out, and that's more than wept dry. 


My peeping Shirt, through every Chink, 
| | Perſwades me much to think 
I'm like this Paper, blurr'd: with Ink 


—_— 
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GRATTTIEBSSE. T0907. 


9 ome grateful Acknowledgments to that moſt ex- 
cellent Poet, Mr. A. C. 


HH porn, my Myſe, more boldly claim the Bays, 
nnobled now by Cowley's generous Praiſe. 
Apollo here has filver'd o're thy ſhades: 

Thus Lords can Ladies make of Chamber-maids. 
Thou art a royal Mif, and now muſt get 

No lefler Honour than a Corozet. | 

Nay, richer Bleſſings Cowley's Praiſes ſhare 5 

Now thou'lt be thought both vertuous and fair, 
Such plenteous Contributions to the Poor, 

Proclaim his Soul as large as1s his ſtore. 

The Sun 1s no leſs glorious in his Blaze, 

Although he gild the lower World with Rays. 

His Beams thou muſt refle&, and grateful prove, 
And nouriſh in thy Breaſt his kindling Love. 
"Twill bring effe&s worthy his virtual Powers, | 
Making thee pregnant both in Fruits and Flowers. 


- 
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For that which bloſloms not with Cowtey's Praiſe, 
þ but a ſapleſs branch of wither'd Bays,' _: |» | $ 


Warm'd vainly by Apol/o's quickning Rays. | - 
Without his Light, vain are the quickeſt Eyes; 
His influence, ev'n from Dui#, makes Inſe&s rife;:;. 


| Such mighty Sums *tis caſi'r to repay 


When they're not lent, but freely givin away. - 
Like heav'nly Bleſſings upon thee .beſtow'd,: - .. 
To make thee thankful and thy Works more good. 


| Hail God of Wit! England's Apollo,” hail! 


Thou art no Off-ſpring of an idle Tale, 
Like Homer's Deity. But ſince that fame 


- | All Ages gave him, 1s thy proper claim; 


Accept the Veneration and the Name. 

FulfilF'd in thee is what the Ancients ferign, 

And Pal/as is the iſſue of thy Brain, 

As thi Myſes of thy Wit: when ſafely laid, 
Of thy firſt-ſheets their ſwathing Cloaths were made. - 
Others there are would thy fair Of-ſpring claims 


| Theirs (by their want of heed) o're-laid or lame. 


But when it comes to Tryal they reſign; 
Juſtice decrees the Living Child for thine. 


The Muſe's Empire bears ſo great a Name, + ; 
Thou haſt two Rzvals in thy Lady-Fame 
Waller and Dozne. You are the only three 


Who juſtly can pretend that Monarchy. 


Derne's Judgment, Fancy, Humour, and his Wit, - 

Strong, ſearching, - happy, and before ne're hit,. 

Gives him a fair pretence to climb the Throne ! 

But Waller rather ſtops than plucks him down, ED! 
Y ic 
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Kich he appearsz; bis cownly | Veſture gracd 
With golden Szaviles all over lac'd, 
Eut Cowley (like the Infazt'of the Sar: my 
Our-glitters Waller, and ev'n dazzles Dore. 
| Both of 'em,. to Arguſive, leave the Field ; 

- Like Lepidas and Anthouy, they yield. 

: He triumphs! their arrumv racy of Rays 
Unite 1 in _—_— _ <A his blaze. 


— 


_— 


Poetical POVERTY. 1667. To C.M.D. 


Overty, I, ike Small Drink, hate; 

Yet 'tis, alas! the Poer's Fate. 
And Wart is ſuch a ſtingey Crime, 
It has no good excuſe but Rhyme. 
Yet here | comfort is expreſt, 
Poor, tho we be, the Poor are beſt. 
A favour granted by the Church, 
To leave poor Pogs in the lurch. 
But they revenge this want of Alms, 
By making her no better Pſalre.” 
Who would make others ſweetly chant, 
And ſigh themſelves away for want? 
As Poets {hrivel'd Guts ſhould be 
Lite-ſtrings for others \Melody 
Thus Nightingals haſte: on their death, 
By laviſhing their ſweet-tun'd Breath. 
Thoſe who rhymeon; and nothing get, 
Ih miry be call'd'their. mortal Swees.' 
And every Copy chars fo writ, 


Ma be 'lteci2d their Windine-fbeet. Ws 
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Which makes me to-this Thought aſſent, 
Prets did Paper firſt invent; 

Whoſe prompting Wants did firſt begin 
GQch Rags to lap his Verſes 1n. 


O_— — 


The Chuxching-FE AST. 1667. 
To Sir Clifford Clifton, for a Fat Doe. 


HO I kiG without Wit or Fear, 
And get two Children in a year, 
What is that to your harmleſs Deer? 


Maſt ane dye for each Brat of mine, 
As tho my Cod-piece were a Shrine # . 
Or Priapws again divine? 


Such Bounty if you do not ſhun 
k wul du-park your Hodſack ſoon; bf 
Far each Buck is by me out-done. 


[f till we both fo forward be, 
You} find ita Neceffity 
To geld your Gifts as well as me. 


If ſome do not for me this Knack, 
[ ike the Mowntebank, may crack, 
How that my leaping breaks my Back. 


Let no man mock at what is writ 3 -, 
To ſhew my Poverty is fit 3 #309 
For Want's a ſpecial fign of Wt. 4 
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Nor do theſe my Pretences cheat, | 
But their good Fortunes ſeek 0 got, | s 
Who Ballads ſing at Doors for Meat. | | 


Then I may boaſt Apol/o's Skill, 
If now a fat Doe I can kill Ar 
With th' featherd. Arrow of my Quill. 


To Orphews Fame T1! then aſpire, 
* Tf one dance now to my deſire, bc 
'  Charm'd by the twangings of my Lyre. 


A Midnight's RAPSODY. 1668. W 
Opon my dear W. at the point of Death, 


Ark time, alas! when both the light ; 
Of Heaven, and my fad Soul, have ta'n their 
And both intomb'd in deepeſt"night! (flight, 


Dejected Muſe! how canſt thou think y 
' To look or write; when th' Eyes of Heav'n do wink, 
And Paper looks it ſelf like 1k ? 


Lord! but increaſe my inward Sight 3 | [ 
Thou who from Chaos didfſt create a Light; 
One Smile from thee can gild my Nzghy. 


A Night! that foils the brightaſt Ray 
O'th' Moor, and clouds the cleareſt Beam of Day 
' Yet will thy ſmalleſt Glance obey. VR 


| 


Behold the courteous Queen of Night 


6 pleas'd to lend a Ray, by whoſe kind light, | 


Although wept blind, I now can write. 


Hark how her pretty ſmall ones cry! 
And who can doubt that Heaven will deny 
Thoſe Tears would Marbles mollifie ? 


My Pray'r, methinks, more ſwiftly flies, 


Born on the P7i2#i0xs of their purer Cries; 
Which court at once, and ſcale the Skies. 


Sleep then, fad Eyesz do not deſpair 


When next you ope to find th' effe&s of Pray'r3 


For Heav'n was hers, ſhe Heaven's care. 


Awake again | this ſadly ſhows 
That falling Drops not always bring Repoſe 
Nor will Streams let my Flooa-gates cloſe. 


My Grief flows with a conſtant Tide, 
Which does the Ocear's ſhallow Ebbs deride, . 
And ſwell'd does o're my Eye-banks glide. 


Not yet wept dry! my Tears increaſe! 
Aﬀter ſuch Show'rs methinks this Raiz ſhould ceaſe; 
Yet Griefs, like Heat, new Vaposrs raiſe. 


Mix'd with my Izk let wa Tears run; 
And let thy holy Spirit move thereon, 
To make a ſacred Heljcoy. 


Which | 
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Which, like to Jordan then ſhall be, 
And cleanſe the ſtams of injur'd Poetry, 

Tov lohg defifd with Leprofie. 

"Tis fit alone to fing thy praiſe, 
Thou who canſt only give immortal Bays, 

And us above our Farcies raife. | 


HOPE RUIND. 1668. 


Upon the Death of the Right Honowrable the Lady 
me Mannors, youngef# Daughter to the Ne- 
ble Honſe of Rutland. | 


O long I ſtaid (in vain, alas!) to try 
x 3 If other Tributes than thoſe from the Eye, 
Would have been offer'd at her Virgin-Shrine ; 
But muft, it feems;' begin with this of mine. 
Let others Marble give her Tomb to graces 
It will my Glory be to pave the place. _. 
Tho their bright Tazches on her H e eaſt ſhine ; 
'Tis Honour that this rwimckling Lamp of mine 
Did glitnixer fmſt : ſo: does Axrore run, | 
As Uſher to the Lord of Wit, the Sz. 
When Charch doors ate ſhut up, trac Pray'rs may 
Thouglt they be dfferd-up'in Cottages. (pleaſe, 
But yet, tnethinks, *trs odd to cherflh Woes 3 
Verſe quickens Grief that is but flat in Proſe. 
Ingenious: Lines but too much. deck an Herfe, 
And briny Tears pickle up Griet in Verſe. 
*Yet 'tis our Fate here; who like Merchants loſe 
Our Treaſures firſt, and then proclaim our Woes: 
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Thoſe Ladies that de L_—_ -her do ul: - 

She did excell the av Cloiſter'd Saint; 

Aﬀe&ed Purity is worſe than'P4iyt:,-. - 

And now ſhes gone, if Poets = __—_ 

And tell what: | exerts | 

They tmuſt get Praiſes from i —__ = tell 
Theſe ſe Coral Lips, almoſt like hers,'do (well; vs 

Thoſe Eyes reſemble hers; that Ladits face 

Has her ſweet Features, this her winning Grace. 

Each piece of hers makesperfect I 

Thus a K 7»g's Ruines make ten thouſand 

$0 when the Sem is ſet, the Qaecr of "5 

Borrows her ſhining Glory from hisLight. 


| Sad Fatel thus when a Roſe-tree dies at foot, 


A croud of Beauties periſh with the Root. 
Let none then blameour Grietz/'tis not —_— 
But for the Ruinies of a Million. 


—{ © 


The: Ear SPRING. 1669. 


Upon the immature Death of my honenred F TR” 
Lam cane Parkyns, Eſqs. 


= lay this om Dz#F, which the a" hour? 
of March did cauſe, April now pours 
It ſelf away'in Showers: | 
Such Dtops produce a Spring, 
And thus enable us to'bring 
Theſe flow'rs, alas! which on his Herſe we fling. 
The 
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E- The Muſes OO cannot yield ſupplies 5 
If we his worth ſhould: juſtly prize, 
Eder would ſcarce ſuffice : bil 
Nor could: Arabia yield | 
Fromout her -parcht and-ſpicy Field, 
Odours and Gums enow his Pile to build. 


Altho this Fur ralcherge ma' eto0 Hong: 
For anyPoet's prog t Fj 
Yet we;/'alas; can weep! 
. This Dehrge of our Eyes 
Ma y help tomake his C whe; 
Like Noaks. ns aſſet it to years 
My | 


When we have. neat all this, 1 we nay have fears, | 


The Briny 'Ocear of ourtears/. 
Not half enough appears :: 
For judge by what weloft,. 


( Out Country's nay our Nation's boaſt). | 


If tears, or words can give ſufficient coſt. 


How beautiful each' look, each line of's Face? 
Each limb, each _—_— had a gracez 
Nature in him &d place 
What either Sex thinks rare 3 
Tall, and yet lovely ſtrong yet fair 3 
Venus and Mars in him compounded were. 


Tho Nature to his: Body was ſo kind ; 
Yet not content, he ſought to find 
The beauties of the Mpnd, 


At 
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At all perfeftions vies 3 ; _ ".» 
CO his Looks as Ladies Eyes 5 

Bold as young Heroes, as old Do@ors, wiſe. 


His powr ful Wit had ſuch an'Empire yu? z 
It every Subject could command, 
And all its Foes withſtand. | 
Fro' th' Schools it firſt did come 3 
..._ As conq'ring Ceſar. did from Roe, 
| Till ftrong enough to rule 1ts native home. 


' | He who had gone ſo far, might well have ſtaid 3 
But like a man that thrives o th Trade, 
He further progreſs made : | 
Like Rich men'he ſought more 3 
Tho he had treafuresheap'd in ſtore, 
Yet free from pride, he thought himlelf but poor. 


Death did, alas, all theſe fair hopes betray”; 
As Bloſſoms in a Froſty day, 
Drop from a Tree in May. 
_ His Autumn was not flow ; 
And yet ſurpriz'd by Winter fo, 
ths fruit lyes bury'd now in Shdets of Snow. 


Tho whilſt alive we ſcarcely ſaw bim right ;- . 
His worth will now come more in fight : 
As Stars ſhine moſtby night. 
; Why then ſhould fooliſh E, 
_ To raiſe his fame thus vainly.. try, 
| When things eternal can themſelyes ſupply ? 
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The FRTEND.. 1669. 
| Epitaph upon Roger Waldron, Efquire. 


Eader, what pale cold Gueſt 
FA Under this ſpeaking Stone does reſt, 
Is by theſe faithful lines expreſt. 


One of anancient Name, 
Who left as full and clear a fame 
To's Children, as fro's Grandſires came. 


Natureto himdid lend 
A Heart, that knew 16 other end, 
But how to love, and ſerve his Friend. 


His humour rightly plac'd, 
And ſo by converſation grac'd ; | 
It, anna like, did pleaſe each Taſt. 


This isno flatt'ring dreſs; 
For Envy's ſelf muſt needs confeſs 
| Truth and a Friend could fay no lefs. 


YORK. 1670. 


A Prologue for a Compan y of Players leaving London | 
for York, upor their firſt appearance. 


M Ethinks you all look here,as you would know, 
Why weleft London: toattend on you. 


Fth 
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7 th' firſt place, we could-{tay no longer thete, 

Becauſe new Playes were both ſd bad, and dear, 

We could not thrive o'thf ttade : for each Witnow 

Regards far more his Belly, than his Brow. 

The ſecond-thing that madeus' to retire; 

Alas, the Merter's Books eſcapd the Fire ! 

The third, the Ga/lants wert fo worn, they muſt - 

Not ſee a Play, unleſs it were on truſt - 

But with us Ivfidels that wonld not do; 

Our Pit, and Women then they'd erter too, 

And no admittence'pay : But we were loth 
----Cuckolds to be, and Beggars both. 


But the grand mover of our fotc'd retreat 3 

We were inſpir'd by Prophecies and Fate. 

Tho Loxdon the Metropolis beknown 

| Tork has the grandeur in reverſion. k 

| And $ hipton's Prophecies may now prove true 5 

Since we have Lo#dor left to wait on you. | 
; Epilogue. 

k A Ere thanks make but a {letider ſhew, 


When for great favours more are due 5 
Yet, Gentlemen, they're all we have for you. 


But wee! indeavour to repay 
| The Time, the Coinyou caſt aways 
| Wee'ltell you how, if you but pleaſe to ſtay. 


7 For thoſe three hours yotikere ſhall ſits / 
Weel give you Scenes of Mirth, and Wit 5 
| Such as the! Port ne'r in three Months writs 

2 


Then with our Jewels we deviſe .. 
-  Topay. the Ladies back that prize; | 
Which we each day ſhall purchaſe from their Eyes, 


Yet here we have a hard Tack mer : 
Tho ours were right, and richly ſet, 
' Ladies, your Eyes would make*em counterfeit. 


Our 'gen'rous freeneſs then to ſhow 3 
For th* Momey yonion us beſtow, 
Wee ſpend it all amongft you &'re wego. 


TheVILLIERS. 1671. 
To my honour'd Friend, Sir George Villiers, Bat. 


OU from the Vilgar are far off remov'd, | | 
+ Where 'tis diſparagement ev'n to beloy'd. 

Yet as we ſee the greater Worlds bright eye 
Warms all below, whilſt 1t-does move on high; 
So, you forget the State to which you're born; | 
Your goodneſs pardons what your height may ſcom. | 
And'yet 'tis true that to your ſelf you owe | 
Th' offfcious troubles their reſpeRs beſtow. | 
For were you butleſs worthy, or more proud, 
You'd ſoon be free from the adoring croud. | 
But ſuch attraCtive Virtues take their place - 
Alwayes in ſome of your illuftrious Race 5 | 
That in each Age Fame does'em juſtly fing 
True Fav'rites to their Country, or their King 
A glorious truth! fince from your Grandfire came . 


. He (who was juſffy both.) great Buckinghar. 


Your 


*Your Brooksby boaſts, we her may juſtly bleſs 

For th' honour ©o' th' laſt age, the love of this. g 
And yet here ſprings a doubt, whether's more due, 
This boaſt to your brave Anceſtors, or you. 
You who refle& their worth, and makes us ſee 
Both what they were, and what your Soz will be. 
 * Where Bucking. was born ; one of Sir G.V. his Lordfhips. * 


| The VALEN'TINE. 1671. 
To Mrs. J. M. beſtowing a Preſent in a Letter. 


ID not ſufficiently my glory ſhine, 
When you acknowledg'd me your Valentine? 
But you muſt add new Trophies to your praile, 
And make that Vaſſal rich you pleas'd to raiſe? 
| Thus generqus Princes, when their pow'rs they ſhow, 
They Titles firſt, and then Eſtates beſtow. ; 
Madam, in this with Heawz you ſhare renown 3 
Which makes a Saizt, and after gives a Crown. 
Your coſtly gift though too too rich before, 
. Yet you with richer lines have gilded ore. 
| Lines, where each word, nay letter may be fit, 
To prove a Cordial to decaying Wit: 
A favour which at once I cannot know 5 
Since at each reading I ſee new ones grow : 
Like th' Orazge-Tree, whoſe fruit at once, and bloom 
Bleſſes this Seaſon, and the next to come. 
But we, alas, who're only rich in dreams 
Of Golden Sands, that pave PaGolns Streams. 
Yetſadly find (when ſeriouſly we think) 
No Sad but Pindxft, and no Stream but Inks 
= K 3 We 
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Ve can make no returns but thanks; and thoſe 
Would ſound too flat, if only dreſt, jn Proſe. 
Your favour was obliging to-excels 5  .. 

'Tis fit my Gratitude ſhould be no leſs. 

And no expreſſions! here can atthat part, 
Unleſs they be extrated fromthe heart. | 
Neither can theſe their oles obtain, 

If not in Verſe, th' Elixir of the Brain. 

Thus, Madame, whenyou have my chiefeſt ſtore 
Of brain, and heart, tis vain to offer more. 


DANGEROUS'SAFETY. 1671. 
To the Hononrable Mrs. Chawarth. 

I ( tho his Throxe be in the Shzes ) 

I Vouchlafes the courtſhip of our Eyes, 
. Weare as much obligd ro'you, ' 
Bleſt with'the favour of your view. 
And tho from ns yowre ſo muchraig'd, 
That it's below you to bepraigds 
Yet 'tis our duty to admire, 
And honour you withour deſire. 
Our Lowneſs guards us 3” and our ſhare 
Of ſafety comesfrom our Deſpair: *- 1 
Our thoughts aredauntedat your fight: 
Thus ſalvage Beaſts. are tanid 'with Light. 
Such fainting hopes catmor'facceed's | ja Triburcof 
Our thoughtsagainſtour ſelves we breed : tir children 
|| Poor Grecians thus inſlaved were made the 
By Children, . which them(elvesdid bear. © <4 and A 
| The two-edg'd Sword of ourbeſghe Eyes \arcnrt ofthe 
' Keeps back thecroud of amerous ſighs. © Tirks: Y / 
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POE MS. 135* 
Your Roſes, and your Lillies are $157 Mb 
Gfe-fenc'd againſt'prefumptuous Air. 

We know your Virtues, and we prize -.-- 
The charming Glories of your Eyes; 
Batthis can no more good bequeath, 
Than Wire to Perſons doonrd to death 7 
Like tortur'd Soxls, who know that bliſs 
Which they're, alas, condemn'd to mils. 


[; 


The R ESCUE. 1672. 


To Mrs..D. C. Whoſe name being left after drawing 
Valentines and caſt into the Fire, was ſnatcht out. _ 


Ortune, that does the World ſubdue, 
Submits ber Empire here to you. 
Your ſmiles can fix her changing ſtate, 
And ſpight of hercan bliſs create. ; 
Henceforth you will more courted be, 
And have more Altars tar than ſhe. 


| You need not her Advancements mind, 1 
| No more than Light tobe refind. 
|| Compoſt is vainfor your rich Sott; 


Your D/--0:d ſhines without a fozt ; 


| | _ And you have ſuch an awful flame, 


She durſt not meddle with your Name. 
Which ſcorn'd her Laws, and would not be 


——_ to her Lottery. 

ragd with fury at the ſlight, = 
Aping the Syriaz Lyrant's ſpite 3 I" 
That did to flames thoſe Perſons vow, 

Who would not to his 14s! bow. 


K4 like 


136; POEMS. 
I, like the Azge!, did aſpire, | 
Your Name toreſcue from the fire. 
My Zeal ſucceeded for your Name 
But I, alas, caught all the flame ! 

A meaner oft'ring thus ſuffic'd, 

And Iſaac was nat facrific'd, 


—_—— 
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The REFORMADO. 1672. 


Upon a certain Levite who had tryed many Sec, 
writing ba'd Acroſticks qgainſt Mr. R.\Y. 
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Nlighten'd by his fieryrant, 

I find out George, butnot the Saint. 
His Idle Phrenſie makes it gheſt, -- 
Tho not inſpir'd, he is:poſleſt. - 

The ancient Jews for cure did play, 
And Fiend at Muſick fled away. '' 
But here, alas, our modern Jew- 

Is both the Fiexd, and Fidler too, 


Stumbling in his Acroſtick way, 

Look how his Myſes feet are [olay. : 

From letter they to letter ſtride :_ 

As Cripples upon Crutches ride. 
*George,the fierce Dogril, tortures Verſe, 

*Till every Sheet Bexcomes an Herſe, 
For as that 'Tyrant's cruel wit Procrufies- 
Made &ach man's.legs his Bed-ſtead fit ; E: 

So here's a foot rackt to reach G, 

And here's one lopt to ſize with D, 


——_—_——————_ 
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POEMS. 137 
Verſe does in Acrofticks ie, ©! 17 

Ne rorrar'd ſenſe lies ein by. TOUT] 
Look but with whata painful pride, "ad; 
His Pegaſ#s does trammel'd ride. 1, b JO 
Like Baker's Palfry thorough pac'd; ft. 
| An Iſſachar 'twixt Parniers plac'd, * {27 
But he pretends to Helicon, 

As Prieſt of the Prophetick Twn. 

For as of old, the Delphian K nave, 

Inſpird fro' th! hole of Syb3l's Cave, 

With glowing Cheeks and ſtaring Eyes 

Half mad did from the Tripos riſe 5 

And then with odd phrenetick zeal _ 

The fates of Mortals did reveal ; 1.4 

So when prophetick George does come i4 

From ſage Fliza's lower room 3 

| Infpir'd with falſe outragiouszeal, 

With brains and cheeks red hotwith Ale, 

Having firſt ſet his Month to Burg, 

His chanting Oracles are ſung. | 


Deep Georgein ancient Saws delights; 
A Grecian only in their Rites. 

| ' With pious fitions, impious jeſts, 

| And Kevels fitting Sibyl's Prieſts, 
Reeling from Bacchaxaliar feaſts. 


If old Pythagoras rule hold true, - 
How each ſoul tranſmigrates a new 3 bo 
That unfledg'd Muſe in former times 

Which flutterd into Hopkir's Rhymes, 6 
Being lured now to George his uſe, © 
vems tranſmigrated to a Gooſe. | fy 


ne 
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But ſach a Gooſe whoſe gagling bawl, 

 Ehird to ſerve the rd. hon. 

| = wg #50 _ as Wit, is known 
o've ſuffer'd Iran oD 145 hs lon: 

- For having learnt * arb and Caw, 

It tranſmigrated to a Daw. 

. And Jack-daw-like in Church did reſt, 
Till the foul Bird defild its neſt. 
' Then, Dormonſe like, made its repair," 
T' a Meeting-houſe, with twilight pray',0 

' And rooſted in a Cobler's Chair 

- Till toa Drake it did arrive, 
And with the Dzpper learnt to dive. 
Then Raven-like the 4zr did coaſt, - 
And hover'd over Cromwel's Hoſt ; 
Incouraging that Thrant's crime, 
Its Feathers took a deeper gri 

Yet, asold Nick would fam feem white, 
| Toape the glorious Sons of light; 
So George in Swrplice now does lurk, | 


YA 
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Gaining this Title for his work, 
George- Bajazet the C briſtian Turk. 


The CONTEST. 1673. 
Upon the death of my dear S. Mrs. M.S. 


DE preciousSoul! thoniow thou ſhin'ſt more bright 

Than new born Phebus, fwath'd about with light 3 | 
Accept this gloomy, tho free Sacrifice 3 

| If itcan pierce the mounting Clouds of Sighs. 
| My Grief, and Love(like two fierce ſtorms conteſt, _ | 

And raiſean Earthquake in my trembling breaſt, ay | 
Jo _ 
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Both ſtrive for maſtery, yet neither yield 3,0 © 
Grief ſometimes,arid Love ſometimes gains the Field; 
\ | As two ſtout Mutjneers in Fortreſs penned, . _.. 

| Ruine that Placeby ſtrife; they ſhould defend. * © 


Q! that our Souls, of a celeſtial Race, . 

And neither circumſcrib'd to time or place 3 -- "(arts 

| Should (whilſt they're clog'd with fleſh)not havethe 

T obey the motions of our loving: Hearts 5 - ' 

Each other (tho at diſtances ') to-greet, 

And at each moment in imbraces meet. 

But we ſhall meet ere w_ tho.[ be flow, | 

And with mine unfledg'd Pmnions ſtay below. - 1! / | 

Thy Soul (being born on glorious Angels wings). ©» , 

And guided by thoſe bright and friendly thmgy, : - /. 

Did get the ſtart, and fly to Heav'n before me; - | 

' Althol ſer our fourteen years befbre thee. 
But none can be the- glotious Bridegroow's Gueſt, 

Unleſs accouter'd for theWedding-Feaf8. x8 £oft.7 

|. They're thruſt, alas, as bold Pretenders thence, 

Who glitter not in robes of Inmotence 3 Hs 

' Shine not in Chaſtity, Devotion, Peate, 

* Humility, and ſuch like Gems as theſe, 


\ Thouhaving grin'd choſ Ornaments before, 

| ought by Angels as a fitting Gueſt 5' 

{ - Saint Peter open'd foan the” ſhining Door, 
And gladly let thee in amongſt the reſt. | 


24009 POEMS. 
The RICH PURCHASE, 1673, 


To the honourable Mrs. Chaworth, commanding 
two of my Fragedies. | 


"HE Towr's applauſe is but a dream 
You are my Theater, and Theme. 

Tis you that kindle Farcies fire; 
Whoſeevery ſmile does Wit inſpire, 
The Myſes, nay the Graces too, 
Were only dzsky Types of you. - 
More influence does in one Eye 
Of yours, than whole Apollo lye, 
And you muſt merit moſt eſteem z 
Who make thoſe Poets, that make him. 
That Wit we labqur for with pain, 
More happy you _R—_ gain. 
And Virtue which fram Rules we own, 
Is, Madam, your Complexion. 
Ourbliſs you only muſt create; 
If we can faintly imitate. 
But that will be as hardly done, 
As for ſmall Lamps tout-fhine the Sur. 
Yet Heav'n will thoſe Devoto's fit 
For glory, that but aim at it: 

- Thus I may gain by giving praiſe 
And off ring Lawrels, purchaſe Bays, 


POF- 


* * , 


Than be my ſelf my Execcntioner. 


POETICAL PLENTY. 1673. © 


To my good friend Mr. Ar. Lomaex, ſaying, I had not 
get learn'd to ballance my Expencet, nor either of 
us guiltyof hoarding Money. 


Allance Expences Friend! ſure thou doſt gheſs 
I'm damnably given to exceſs, 
Or Purſe than Stomrack les : 
Neither's to great, I ſwear 
YetTI might purchaſe better chear, 


Fl that knack of Drinking could forbear. 


Ile rather learn the Science how to ſteal, 
Than be preſcribed for my Meal 
Then broath and Racks of Veal. 
I'm yet inno ſuch ſtrait, 
| Befieged by my wants, or fate, 
Like ſterv'd-out Towns, to eat, and drink by weighe. 


Tis Tyranny to any free-born heart, 
To be confined to a quart 3 
Fle rather have no part. 
Set-diet ſhews a want, 
And danger too ; ſince Caſuiſts grant 
Our Grandam Eve ſin'd chiefly by reſtraizt. 


My ſelfto famiſh to increaſe my ſtore, 
E to take pains how tobe poor 3 
Ile rather run o*th' Score. 
. ForI would rather fear 
Grim Judges and their Sentence hear, 
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Kthou'rt not rich, thou would'ſt not Fates obey; 


--  _*Wh6 ſet theem a ready way, 
._ '- » "Butled me quite aſtray : 
. _ © * For Megs, with tempting light, 
© (Which ate the Myſes, as ſome write ) 
Dazled mine Eyes, anddid miſlead me quite. 


Theſe Dalilz's tem out mine Eyes, 
And na me NN like fooliſh Bojn, | 
For praiſeand Wreaths, mere Toys ! 
When that care { ſome will fa 
| If but tatn'd downwards ( the right way ) 
Had diggd np Gold, as ſoon as pluck't the Bay. 


But fam'd Parnaſſas, and the Silver ſtream 
; Of too-bewitehing Hippocrere, ' 
Me from-thoſe thoughts did wean : 
They, likeſome Fairy Lard, 
| Or like fcortch'd Aﬀrick —_ ſtand. 
With pleaſant Shores, but full of barren Sand 


| Tis true; wepleaſe our Fancies, and can tow'r, 


Like chirping Larks after a ſhower 3 
But 'tis not in our power 
In that ſtate to remain 3 
But to the Earth we fall again, 
Eying the S's bright Gold, we ne'r obtain. 


Yet for all this, I muſt the Myſes love 3 
Conſtrain'd by ſome odd Pow'r above, 
Tho they unkindly prove: 
Inflav'd thus by our Fate 
Is our mad Sex, that cannot hate 


Woman, that ruin'd firſt our happy ftat Df 
oman our bappy fates 


| 


| 
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Thoſe ſweet Devonrers by our ſelves are nurſt;: 
As from hisfide old Adar firſt 
Gave what him after curſt. 
Each Poet Adams 1s, 
His Myſe an Eve, who makes him miſs, 
With falſe pretences tempting him from bliſs. 


Thou Damn'd inchanting Wealth, alluring Hagg | 
Keep in thy ſmoth'ring Hell, thy Bag, 
And make not me thy brag. 
Whilſt I bur thought of thee 5 
Such is thy devilliſh Witchery, - 
{ was infeted with thy Hereſie. 


Wouldſt thou turn me a Rebel ? have me ſeen 
To take up Armsagainſt my Queer ? 
Hold, hold, my ſwelling Spleer: ! 
'  Wouldſt ſtop my Mazſes Song? | 
| Like that baſe Wretch, who did the wrong 
| To Philomel, and thencut out her tongue ? 


Pardon Apollo, and you Myſes nine ; 
Tho your His bare it is afign 
It does infold a Me. 
| Yet, fool, how was I craz'd, 
| Like filly Conjurers, amaz'd 
| With Apparitions, that my ſelf had raigd ? 


Poets are counted poor; 'tis true; but know 
They riches have, they will not ſhow : 
Deep Rzvers ſilent flow. - 
There is a Place they call, 
At Rome, Saint Peter's Hoſpital, 
And yet the Pots and Diſhes Silver all. 


. : | 
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; They have no ſhining Oar, no pleaſing Chink $ 


Yet find inVerſe a ſweeter clink , 
And glittet in their [zk. 
. Such wealth will not deny 
Them Wigs, with Gold they cannot fly, 
"Tis the heaviſt Metal, and with Dirt muſtlye: 


Gold is the drofs, and Wit the precious Oar 3 
Whilſt Poets do injay that ſtore, 
How can they be calld poor ? 
This tho the World gain-fay 3 
\* It, like bad Chymrifts, throws, away 
The purer Metal keeping the Allay. 


Apollo' ſo attraQtive, ſome we ſee 
' Wouldleave their [yfidelity, 
And real Comnverts be: Pp 
They gladly would compound, 
And now his Temples do ſurround : 
Thus Chriſtian Churches with the Turks are found. 


Such Hereticks, who have been ſo profane 
All their devotion will be vain 
Before his Sacred Fare: 
For none ſuch can be gheſt 
Worthy to be Apolo's Prieſt 4 
Some whining Clerk , or Deacon at the beſt, 


Then letus charily keep cloſe our Skill, 


As they do all their Treaſare till 
Soon change with us they will > . 


Cahn wHA.4a ta fo f.. od Hud AaWAm. . 
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_ Elſe whenthey come to dye, 
How wil tiny gee an- Elegy 2 
Fot Poets when unpaid, will never lye. 
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The NEW-Y E AR '$ GIFT. 1674. 
To the honourable Mrs. Chaworth. 


; 


| NOME, great Apollo now, and ſhew thy might z 
Thou Sug Patron both of Wit and I*% | 
From thoſe two gifts, the greateſt comfort's. hurl'd; 
Both on the greater, and the lefler World. 
Advance ſome Preſent worthy. of her Eyes ; 
But that will quite impoveriſh thy Skies. 
And yet thou may'ſt thoſe Treaſures ſafely ſpare; 
Since ſhe] once bring more Beauties than are there. 
| Yet worp '<rs to thy ſelf, ſo thow'lt beſtow | 
Some of thoſe treaſures, that 'thon mak'ſt beloy. 
Gold is thy work, tho, not as Dryder: ſaid, 
When under Twrfs to hatch by Indians laid. 
The gheſs this way more probably is told; 
For when thou pour'ſt on earth thy molter Gold, 
| ( Which ev'ry night aſcends to thee again ) 
' Gold isthe Droſs, that does below remain, 
| The Rocks of Ormus, andot Bengelay, 
' In whoſe dark Caves Jewels create a day 3 
| Thou mak'ſt thoſe Gems (whole light thy luſtre mocks) 
| Fine exudations of thoſe pregnant Rocks ? 
Thy Rayes contra&ed into drops, are found 
Thecauſe o' th' luſtre of the Diamond. 
When thou, for thy refreſhures every night, 
Dives to imbrice thy beauties Amphitrite; 
L : 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe pleaſant Cofal Groves i'th' - = 4" 
Bleſt by thy ſmiles obtain their tinFure fo. 

And glitt'ring Pearls,fixt'on the rootsof "Rocks, 
Are dew-drops ſhaken from thy —__ Locks._ 

_ Fromthoſe bright Pearls either a Neck-lace ſpare, 
Which by her Skzz improv'd, may turn more fair: 
Or from'thoſe Diamonds vouchſate ſupplies; 
Which will gain brighterluſtre fromher Eyes : 

At which ſome of the brighteſt ſham'd will grow, 

And by their bluſhes turn 'to Rubzes ſo : 

Or with"fome Coral branches be but 'kind, 

And inher- a7. they1 richer Scarl& find * 

Or grant me Saphires, and their fainterſtayns 

Shall take a purer Azzre from her Veins. 

Or if to give them all thowlt be fo kind ; 

They yield to th' treaſures of her richer Md. 
At theſegreat truths Hpolo, ſhamid, withdrew 3 

 Shay'd'to' be'baffled and out-ſhin'd by you : 

His treaſures, and his favours now denies. 

But, Madayr, I hope greater from your Eyes. 

Theheavenly pow'rs thus their acceptanceſhow 

Of Duties, by the Bleſſings they beſtow. - 


That my weak Eyes to fee them areamaz'd, | 
You've too much light not to be'ſeen and praisd. 


And tho your merits to ſuch heights are rais'd, 
[ 


Altho I am unfit your praiſe to write, | 
Some dusky gleams flaſh fromthe darkeſt-night. ' | 
Virtues adorn'd enough with Native rayes, 
Needing no garniſh from a Poet's praiſe :j Wh 
Yet juſt repute may add to Virtues pe þ 161 200 
As curious Pi@uresare advanc'd by light. (TY 


Your 


be 
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Your ſmiles I crave dt; o EY larice 
_ aig by you r'F ry Pas Jul-ereM ls 

: | 


That noble Lord ! x6 eres fact fame ng | 
From all theMWord, AIIES 08.771" 


Judge of this truth r c . : s 64 
Vouchſfafd its glorious | 


heaws hh his jo Joyp. 
Its Roſe, tho crimſon'd with its #4tive by) 


Yet took rich tin&ures from;(i cix heed. Vids Heylits 

For tis a doubt,. whether.m idue;.,30 - 

To come from Kings, ar. Cings to Fav from Za ea 
Since Bleſſangs ty that 


That many * ſprun want = crown 'd 
I muſt beg pardon to og on 


For ſome of them to gies Crown to you: : 
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BEAUTIES PERIPHRASIS. 1674 
To Mrs. E W. 


Y Muſe, more happy far that: 
M Has long my Mij#ris Hand-maid boon, 


 Us&d to unlace, unpin, untye, 
And has all her Pertivtion ſeen. 


On New-years day 1 "ſpy 4 my Madam 3 
Sheand the Year bothin their prime, 

More freſh, thari was the Mzſe of Adam 

Trang from the Maidew-headof T: Time. 


La Her 


——_——— 


Her Germents Iwill frſt diſloſ $:, 
Then naked bluſki 

The lame pes ND Roſe + _ 
Firſt Leaves, and then the Bud isſcen. 


Her Hoods ſometimes her Beauties hide ;. . 
Which cuſtom may be well allow'd-;. 

Since Sof's ight Fac} m all bis pride, .... - 
Isoften hid beyond aCloud. _ 


F. Her Viſard- wack, that hides her face, x 

morecruelty than ſtate 5 
She16oks 25 Beanty Priſoner was, | L 

"Andpeeping through a double grate. 


_ her Curls ſhe Jewels wears, | 

| "jar wef gr thoſe Ie ng drops : 
Which like yo $ \pearly This 
| Sit trembling on the Libier tops. 


If weconſider worth or ſtate 3 ; 
The Diamond neck-lace that ſhe wears, 


May challenge Ariazne's fate, 
And turn into a wreath of Stars. 


Her coftly Points b Artiſts fram'd, 
Like Wings of Chernbines bone | 

Her ſwelling Breaſts : > which'once I nanrd 
( Unjuſtly tho ) the Mercy-place. 


Her Gowns, tho rich, and worthy prides. . 
Lock up the beauties of her youth : 

Like cloudy Parabler that hide | 

. _-. The glorious: wa jeſty of Truth. 


= 


| 


POEMS wg 
fler Gloves are like the tender Rind 
Of that rare Plaxr, that ſweateth Bale, 


The truth of this you'd quickly find, 


If you but kiſt her avelting Palm. 


Ten ſhining Pearls mclogd' within, 
Are lockt up'in thoſe ruby Caſes. 


Her Shoos with envy 1 did prize, 
And wiſh'd my ſelf be fo gracd 3 
ſtord with two pair of open Eyes, 


For tempting objects rightly placid: ; 


Her ow Sock tho hid © bliſs: _ 
Thus Sow ſtrikes cities FAZCTS blind ; 5. 
All may be ſeen when thaw'd it.s 
By Love, that Sur:ſhine of the Mind. 


er Beaxties are cloath'd o're with light, 
Not here exposd to wild defires ; 


| Such thoughts, the beams of vertue fright : J 


"As ravnolis Beaſts retreat from fires. 


Her Hair may ju y makeher prouder | 


Than 2=eens who to their Crowns were born; z 
And looks when candy'd o're with powder, -- 7 
Like Sun-beams i in a rimy morn. 


, A curious chryſtal prop (her Noſe 


Supports the TS of her Skzes. 


4 Her Front the'chryſtalline Heaven ſhows, 


. Studded with _—_ Stars, her Eyes, 
Is: 3 Each 


eZ Cheek me W/ 


Rv Gearing ze 5 
Whenting their ſeveral,Natts.of Loveiz!; | 


Her ſimpring Moth fach charinsdeclare,'... 
Which: Rbetoriegnever conld, produce ; 

Her Lips jlike full-ripe Chertizs, {AVE x Ky 34 Qt tt 
Prefers di mn oy own wararal Fiezoe. 


Her Breath (w fwd £45, 
That from: Arab blow; 5 ! 
Or thoſe which {weep the Gr 
Where Jaſaine,} mn tir vigours grow. 


Such treaſures of hex Breath and To ongue, 
Ought not to.be too ap kl 
Hence Fate, to bulwark them OO 
pn d. 


Fy 


With doublefence Of Pear 


| HerShoulders wird $ Ps are, - : 


| But coverd 1@Pur vn 
And far a richer bird ee Ph oe, 
Of Beantics, od Glogs: why '# 


Her wy s < ir of Ivor ef Tueral 


| 7a bf, ier that fs It vr ! hi 
ſia Orelfe' i SHER fn TT g 
.  Which'Nant With YH: codes ward: 


| Beneath thoſe —_ a \ Valley Gros [31746 


Direing to th; ifan, Groge;1; vo 
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Her Brows.the. Rews. from whence hey flye. 


Where Violets angh Tjlligs Gran $701 274” 


Through which a, pe1 \Pazh.did. leads 4 HE 


| 


: | 


Her Back-ſide two —_ ſnowy Mouteing], + + HEE 
hich "twixt 'emdidq a) Valley hides, 2 
In which did ſpring a pair of Fountains, Ke ,_ 
Where Gold and Silver ſtreams did BE. F 


Her Kees, I thoſe rare Hinges _ 
On which this beauteous F abrick. moY 4; 3, 
Her Thighs, the Columns m3 y framed 
On which my ſtately T emple A 


Thus have I vowed, fworn; 'proteſted,” ”'” © 
To lift my Miftris to the Sky ; oh by = 
Yet, cruel ſhe, thinksT bur jeſted ; bang + $apgs,1n ws” 
And, by my troth, Sits, forhink Þ ” 
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It is I now follicit 7OU ; roma” 


| A juſter cauſe deſignsmy choice 3 as habe” RY 


| i 1s for your fake, not yy 
| Exceſs 0 ſtudy does you. Wong 3 — —_ 
A Bow may break that's bent too "5; tid< w_ 
The Heav'nly Bow'( whoſelaſting 0 

Would make one-think ir ft OY 

I not bent always , but Mow -” 
To be cas'd up within a Clayd. - HOY 
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| Lot none here _ at what is ſaid ; 5 


| For Archery is there a Trade. 2. | 
Es * 8 Dian, 
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| Altho eternal, ſeeks for reſt. 


Dian, Apollo, Ar chers Od: 5 

And Cyxpid is their Robin Hood, 

Long ſhining Darts Apol/o ſhoots ; 

Th' Antipodes, and we his Butts. 

Yet when *'tis night his Bow unbends,. 
And Arrows to his Sifter lends 3 


' Who buckles to't ( her skill to ſhow) 


"Till ſhe become the very Bow. 
And when ſhe's at the utmoſt bent, 


Her Darts with brighteſt Piles arelent , 
Yet ſhe by day a hment ſreks. ? 
Then Cpid moſtly ſhoots at Pricks; 


And when at Bxtts the zwotto nicks. j 
:Strange warks-man,who ner miſles aim, 


u=Yet ſlacks his ſtring at every Game. 


Moiſture, (that heart-bloodotthe Earth) 
From whence all, thingsderivetheir birth, 
Shrinks ſometimes to the Springs i' th' Deep, 
That fo it may its vigours keep. 

Sap ( that prolifick Sperm of Trees ) 
Beſtows its bleſſings by degrees 3 . 
Bloſſoms and Leaves it giyes i' th' Spring 
And does its fruit in Awway bring 3 
In Wizter tho retires to. th* Deep, Ws 
New ſtrengths tq gain-r old to keey 

The Soul (that bright. cocleſhial Gueſt ) 


x 


Nor can this Eaſe be a dilgrace 3 ; , 


Since Heav'#'s the chiefeft reſting place. 


The GROVE. 1675. 


Some thoughts dedicated to the Nymphs of theplea- 
ſant Grove at S. belonging to my moſt honour'd 
Friend Peniſton Whalley Ef. 


Ow am I in an inſtant bleſt? 
This Grove affords ſome chearful Gueſt, 
A ſtranger to wy wounded breaſt. 


' But how can Myſick there be found, Os 
Where daunting cares have made a wound? 
Yet breaking Heart-ſtrings yield a ſound, . 


But now my Creſ#-falf» thoughts aſpire3z 
As Saxf's black ep did retire, 
Before the twangs of David's lire. 


Verſe has fach charms, It can adyance 
A captive Soul from helliſh Travce, 
Can bridle Dolphins, make Beaſts dance. 


But ſtay, I doubtthis boaſted grace 
Denies its riſe from my dull layes 5 
And owes its Being to this place. 


As Priefts of old were not inſpir'd, 
Their breaſts with ſacred heat ne'r fir'd, 
'Till they into thar Groves retired. 


| | Nor came this Virtue from the Trees, 
| Nor from the Prophet's Rapſadies, 

" | But from the Neighb ring Deities, 

| one 
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| Nono views this Fi 2s on allows 
Ic is a Temple xoofd with Boughs3 
Where Hithful Lowers yay their Fows, - 


And tharbetwint the Leaves, thoſe ſpaces 
(Through whichthep Sun-ſhine paſles) 
Seem quarter' 'd Parterot Uhryſtal Glaſſes. 


Then Nature here eb: ear does bring 
The ſweet-tongu'd Black-ceats of the Spring, 
With other C boriflers | i ding, 


Who to this ſcryige are ordain” d,. 
From its Revenues are maintain'd; 


With Berries lroqahe Buſdes gd. | 


Yet if you take a cecnns view, - i": "y 
The S7mle will ſeem more true 3 
This Temple has.its Saripfores tOQs.- = 


Upon the Barks, with. curious fit,... 
Devotion 18 ingrav'd with Wit, 

And by ſom odgeſs. W bugers yexhhe- 
Whoſe adoration. KAY 

Shall ſtill inlarge, as does the Name 

Which thrives till it Pens the frame. 


Nor do the Tres confasdly ſtacks: FRE 
But rakd, and fd asthey were trayn'd. 
By the Commanders Sk ful band.” 


+ * 
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_ of Engliſh Mycketeers 31; -- | 


Thoſe ſtands of After, ſtrongly: ſpread,. 


As they wouldideale: the very sky 5 
Yet ſhake, whilſt Enghſb Elmrare by. ' 


The IWillows here like Dutchmen how ;/ 
All ap, not good'for-Pyke of Bow; ' 
And only will by Waters grow. / -'t 


Thrice happy Trees, where futdrettimes' | 
(Not clouded with our: preſertt-crinies) + 
Shall in their Bark read amfrous rhymes. 


For who can greater Witdefire | 3 
Than that, which Beaxty does inſpire * | 
| Verſe then iscloathd''in Rueens attire: 


It needs muſt be a ha py ſight, 
The golden age; did firs delight 
All Verſc in Kyngds of Trees tg write. 


Each row of ſturdy. Qaks appears...) ' 1. = 


{ 


Acorns Shot, Leaves Bandileets. t {145 th ion 6 


groart þ 


Like our ſtout :Rikg' ven, void: of; dread 3: 4 vs 
With Keys, like Kringe about..cach head.,  ...: |; :* 


Here Elms: whoſe bending Bonghs-xetain--/! :;'; 55! 
The ſhapes of our old: Bows invain 3: + {hc 
Never to conquer Fraxce: again © 


Thoſe Aſpen-trees, like French, look high 5 11:6 HA 
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Tho Bayes and Lewrels ſtill abound, - nl No 
Nobler rewards will then be found ; | 
They withtheir Ladies Namesbecrown'd. 
Each then muſt lofty #umbers frame, 
Whilſt ſhe thereto ſubſcribes herNawe 3 
*T'will be at once, Reward and Theme. 


If I that happy fate could prove, ' 
ear) 1. thoſe Eyesl love z | 
This ſhould out-vye | 's Grove. | 


But as I firſt with cares were croſt s - 
Theſe thoughts have ſo my Soul i 
ThatI am in-this Labyrinth-loſt 512 


When loe! as Idid gaze about, - 
Ifaw a Path, which( without doubt) 
Agt leades themin, will lead me'out. 


With Lady-Smocks,and Dayes- s white z 
The very Path they; tread are bright - 
So the Sun's tracks ate pav'd, with Light. 


a 


— 
—— 


The RENT. i675. 
To the honourable Lady, Mys, Chaworth. 
Advice againſt envious Reports. 
Y Rent-day's come, and'l muſt pay. 
M Nor muſt your plenty make 4.x 
Leſt I grow poorer by delay. 


For- 


POEMS. yy 
Forbearance but unkind appears; the” 


And the poor Tenant's juiteſt fears 
May be deduc'd from long Arrears. 


Whilſt either Wit or Fancy grows, 
They're yours 3 but when depriv'd of 
I muſt be forc'd to pay in Proſe... 


Decaying Farmers thus lament z all 57} 
When their beſt Stock, and Mony's ſpent, * + © 
Their very Raggs are ſeiz'd for Rent. ft 


This is a @uit-rent yearly paid ; 
By ark Title's furer made 3 
Th' Eſtate elſe may be forfeited. 


Tho fuch mean Homages you ſcorn ; 
Yetſome, to noble Fortunes born, 
Take nothing but a Pepper-Corr. 


For theſe Rhymes, a pretty Cloak! 
Words vaniſh with the breath th'are ſpoke : 
Yet Sacrifices went in Smwoak, 


Truth's a great Empreſs, and will reign : 
This New year Of pretence is vain; 
It 1s not ſo much Gift as gaiz. 


Thus our Devotions, when moſt hot, 
Pay dues to Heav'n that needs 'em not 3 
We profit by the pious Plot. 


Heav'n 
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Heaven at the Heart did ever aim, 
Far more than at the coſtly flame 
Which from the Secred Altar came. 


Wh would not ſacha-Goodn/ſs. truſt, 
grateful-isito;worthlels Duit & : 
ory hes them happy. that are juſt. 


My Duty ſuch | procedures know'z 
Since I in paying what I ow, 


Purchaſe that fame I would beſtow, 


But whence can I that Patent claim, 
Either to give, or purchaſe fame £ 
Who nothing knows of it but name? 


Nor is it more than fleeting Airs 
Untill condensd ( by Poer's care ) 
To Jewels for each Ladies Ear. 


Your worth ſuchrich Materials brings, 
Wherewith to make thoſe precjous things, 
Fit both for Ears, and —_ of Kings. 


Diſturb not then your (elf, but ſhun 
Th' effe&s of Exvy, for 'tis known 
Obnoxious Vapoxrs cloud the Sun. 


Vertuesa Piramid of Light, 
Attratting — Gazer's ſight, 
And envious ſhades attend its tia 


With native Balſam eaſe your pai 
Tho Skies o recaſt, and turn to 
Theſedrops inrichthe Earth with Groin, 


» 


Tims 
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Time calms rough tempeſts,” raging Seas? « + 
No Storms can wreck an inward! Peace; /--: 
Wrong'd Worth, like bruisd Perfumes, increaſe. 


Reports, like Darts of Reed, when (hot 


At a right Breaſt-plate, hurt it not 5 7s 
You, Madam, have ſuch Armorr got.  mexr4 
There cannot be a ſurer fence by: 


Than yours; whoſe Gard is [anocence, 


And whoſe Deſires are freed fromſenſe. 


To raiſe the meaneſt doubt's-a Sin : lr W 
She muſt the nobleſt Trophies win, 
Whoſe Fort's impregnable within. 


In her a pow'r reſiſtleſs lies, Me _ 
Who bears Artillery in her Eyes 3 I 
And conquersDeath'sſelf when ſhedies. 


_ WE —— 
OLYMPUS... 2675. 
Spoken by Mrs. P. L. to the right honourable the'Lord 


and Lady Roos, at Belvoir, before a Play ;; fhe 
ſtarting up, as riſing from the dead. dog 


Ris upon thoſe Eyes! whoſe pow'rful ſhine 
Has open'd mine. 
The pointed raies that from your Glories broke, 
Like Sz-beams, glanc'd on me, and I awoke. 
Your rich intenſive Light (Y- 
Broke through the Clouds of Nature's deepeſt Night. 


Bright 
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Bright Twins | your Sun-like power 
Roviv 'd a drooping "nw; 
ay it gro 
ſheets = ; of Snow, 
May lay Smiles, - oyes, Loves, attend your lights 
For thence they gain their choiceſt light. - 


From you may : 
As gloomy wy paſty "th ea a Sky. 
Nothing that can frightful be 
To Innocence, or purity, 
Can in this appear 5 
No more than darknels in the upper Sphear. 
If th' I//ze of the Poets brain, 
Either were obſcene, or vain 5. 
We cleans'd his Myſe ; 
Like »nddy Carps in ſpringing Stews. 
If in the Cradle any thing ſcem'd wild 5 
We circumciz'd the Child ; 
And tam'd its wanton 
Thus Prieſts i th' Golden: Age 
Only thought the Sacrifice 
Worthy to aſcend the Skies ; 
When the Savock vaniſh'd, and the flare did riſe, 

Acceptance almoſt is our dues 

Since we are fo devout for you. 

Confult this place, none can deſpair, 
Since mfluenc'd 28 m the Noble, and the Fer. 
Your ſmiles, fair Lats and moſt noble Lord, 

Muſt life tous afford. 
Shine from your lofty _ 

Our bloſſomes ſoon will fruit ap 
Thus Jove and Juno on Olympas fate, 

Smil'd on the infant World, and crown'dits fate. 


PO EM S 500 
ACTIVETY.' 166. 
Opon the Death of Capt. Matt. Dale. 


I Nature's chiefeſt ſtrengths who would confide ? 

Or 1n the choiceſt of her Gifts take ptide ? 

It either Wit, A&ivity, or Truth, 

Wiſdom of Age, or Follity of Tonth, 

Could have prevail'd with Death 3 He had been ſafe, 

Not living only in this Epitaph. 

He with dull Gravity had ner to do 

Diſcreet he was, yet a good-fellow too. 

The ſtrongeſt fumes of Wire he could reſtrain, 

And make 'em uſeful to his aCtive Brain : 

Thus ripening dews in pleaſant Meads are found 3 

When noifome Miſts ariſe in boggy ground 3; 

| Unmanag'd Soils are worle for fruntul ſhowers, 

And bring forth Weeds,when Gardens ſmile with Flow- 

His Torgue the motions of his Heart did tell: (ers. 

So th' Clapper ſhews the Metal of the Bell. 

He made no difference 'twixt Mine and Thine 3 

Fro'th' low-run Age he did thofe Dregs refine : 

Yet in his own Concernments was no lool + 

For Knaves to work with, a good-naturd Fool : 

But, like the uſeful SwiF, he could defend 

His native Cartons, and afhiſt his Friend. 

In Raning he did others ſo outvy, 

'Tis wrong to him to ſay he did but fly. 

Thoſe myſtic Darts,thatare fromObjeds ſhot,y.jcaprarone 

With ſlower morion to the S7g/t are got. leap backward 

And in his Leaping, his Beholders ſay, = go ag 

He did not ju»p, but ſhot himſelf away. mark't _ 
1 is 
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His Back, like Indian-Bow, with Sinews bent ; 
And like an Arrow, from the Ferk he went. 
Nature in one did ne'r more wonders ſhow ; 
Himſelf the Archer, Arrow, String, and Bow. 
Nay, at his Death he pra&tis'd ore this part ; 
And did, in-ſeveral Poſtures, try his Art. 
Firſt, to the Poſture of the Swede he got, 

And then from bended Knees his Arrows ſhot 3 
With out-ſtretch'd Arms fro's Breaſt ſuch Darts hedrew, 
Sherwood's fam'd Bow-men's ſhafts they quite o're-flew. 
Theirs only ainrd at S## and Moo#: ! his high'r ; 
Feather'd with Angels Plumes, and Piles of fire * : 
Nothing fiyesſwifter than inflawd _ 
Then Death's convulſive Cramps his Body drew 
Toth' utmoſt bent, till it im pieces flew. 

A Bombard thus o're-loaden, when 'tis broke, 
Sends forth its dying groans in fighs of Smoak. 
Th! infolded Ba# tho, cloath'd in bright attire, 
Elias-like, mounts in a Coach of Fire. 


The HE ROINE. 1676. 


Cpon the death of the right Hononrable Frances 
Connteſs of Rutland, &c. 


O hcats of Love, nor thirſts of Fare, | | 
| Did Poer's mind ere more inflame 
Than mine, to write great Rntland's Name. 


My meanneſs Jet no man deſpiſe; 

We know the ſmoak of Sacrifice, [201 
- That aim'dat Heauwn, trom Earthdid riſe, ! ' | 
21 Ig Honowt 


be 
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Honour does from Infor ecu IP 
So did the Conſuls owetheir doom, © 
And place, to th* Common Vates of Rome. 


Her Death by Verſe may. well be ſhown; 
For Gods and Goddeſſes are known 
Their very Beings hence to own. 


And yet this Reaſon may prove lame $/ / 
Since Praiſes, that did/Goaheads frame, 
Fall ſhort whenthey ſhould ſpeak her Name. 


Truth, well as Heralds, makes it good, ' 
Her Veins (well'd with a noble flood, 
Sprung from third Edwards Royal blood, 


Rutland an equal Match then brings, 
Since the great 1/ze that hence ſprings, _ 
Quarters both Arms, and Blood of Kings. 


| No pride tho did her looks attend, 


Which to the loweſt ſhe: would lend ; 
Asheav'nly bleflings do: deſcend. 


Whilſt ſhe in that high Orb did move; 
She copy d thoſe bright Pow'rs above, 
And gaind both reverence and love. 


Her bleſſings did with luſtre twine ; 
Greatneſs and Goodrneſf here did joyn 5 
The Sx does fr , and ſhine. 


M 2 Her 


Her Gates » Or Pity never barr* d : 


Vertue, and Innocence her Guard ; 
Her Looks, obligements, and Reward, 


Such Mzracles were in her fate z_ 
She never envy did create 5 
All did admire, or imitate. 


In Youth each noble Lover's dream ; 
In Age the gaze and rule of fame ; 
In Death the Prieſt's and Poet's Theme. 


' How have heard her, without noiſe, 
| * Dire&, and rule the publick voice ; 
'  Aseach Diſcourſe had been herchoice? 


How have I ſeen whole crouds depart, 
When ſhe, with her obliging Art, 


Both pleasd and captiv'd every heart. . 


Nor here alone was all her care ; 
She left Examples, great and fair, 
To cauſe both wonder and deſpair. 


Belvoir | thou ſhalt one inſtance be, 
Where we the Arts of times paſt ſee, 
Of theſe, and of Poſterity, 


New builders here ſhe did oppoſe 3. 
And greater fame in this ſhe chole 3 
Since here this Fr«me from ruines roſe, 
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Let none refle& it as a ſhame 3 7 

To win a good one, is leſs fame, 

Than to recover a bad Game. 


As ſome ay » maintain, 
'Twas leſs at firſt to make a man, 
Than dead, to raife him up again. 


Firſt ſhe all fitted, and then reer'd ; 
Nor David nor his $9z thus dar'd ; 
For this but usd what that prepar'd. 


$0 Foodly and fo ſtrong it ſhows, 
As Mars this ſtately Caſtle choſe 
For his lov'd Goddeſſes repoſe. 


Who views its Beauties and its Power, 
At once may think of Ceſar's Tower, 
And Roſamund her loyely Bower. 


Large as her Md, high as her Fame, 
As tho ſhe raisd this ſtately Frame, 
For all that from her Marriagecame. 


And fuch a Number from it paſt ; 
As have ſever noble Houſes grac'd : 
Here her vaſt Debts are paid at laſt. 


For as from many a Noble Strain, 
Her Arceſtors lent- to each vein 3 
t | Shehere repaid it all again. 
| « M 3 | What's 
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What's more to RE then; but. away, oo 2 
When allis done for which we ſtay: wh woTr 
*Tis the laſt AF commends the Pg. * 


This noble Lady apes! pO & 


(After ſuch Ads uy c| e. 5 puſs 
Upon that Sceze, h id rai ſe. 


Rare thus in life, and dea rize ©... 47 


The Phenix ; who with i "un YES, , 
Mounts on her Spicy Pile, and dyes. 


Her Epitaph. 


Here Braff and Marb# ate bnt vainlly ſpent; 
Her Name, to them, wilt be*a Monument. = 
A laſting Fame Po erity muſt give, , _ 
Whilſt Beltvorr, owhege;and Rntiend live. 


an L | 
__ 


The C 0 P Y. —_ 


To the right Honourable, the Lady Arne Howe, mo 
Daughter to the Comte 5 with the preceding Bleg 


10 "1 


F to pay Vows, be only Vi 
To Perſons, who can, efor. you's: 
Then your adorers mult dar 


For when in Deſarts tm remain, 


Their Name and Office both arevain.s. 
Whilſt they havenone gre Fwhow to. Sl 


And 
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And Fame (which is the. great ones choice) 
I raisd but by the publick noite 3 
An Eccho from the Peoples voice. 


Hence then my comfort is compleat 3 
And my delign ( tho boldly great) - 
Has no ſuſpution of defeat. 


I often hear our Prophets ſay, 
That pooreſt Mortals ſafely may, 
To Heav'n, their true devotions pay. 


Incourag'd thus is my deſign 3 
The object of my thoughts divine 35 
Which here I offer at your Shrine. 


When that bright Soul to Heav'n flew 3 


Her glorious Maztle fell your due 3 
Her Spirit doubly ſhard to You. 


Your Youth ſhe did ſo juſtly frame, 
Both to her goodneſs and her fame 5 
Y' arenot the Copy, but the ſame. - 


She gave this Age a happy doom, 


When ſhe form'd you within. her Wome 
And yours muſt bleſs the Age to come. 


M 4 


165 


The 


The CONSERVES. 1676. 
Opon the ſame. 


To the right honourable Mri. Chaworth, ber Grand: 
Child, by Lady Grace Viſcounteſs Chaworth, 
ſecond Daughter to the Counteſs. 


Wi Angels did on Earth appear, 
The glitt'ring Strangers treated were. 


Which they vouchſat'd only to ſhew 
Poor Mortals what they ought to do, 
They graciouſly.made their reſorts 

To Threſhing-floors, as well as Courts. 
Where're theſe ſhining Creſts appear'd, - 
Immediately were Al/tars rear'd. 

On whichat once their thanks they pay'd, 
And for a ſecond bleſling pray'd. © © 


Madam, there may be well ſuppos'd 
Some curious ConfeFs here inclosd. 
And bolder Poets dare reherfe, 

No Conferves like to thoſe of Verſe. 
But nothing here deſerves that name, . 
Unleſs 'tis borrow d from my Theme. 
And that affords ſuch glorions prize, 
It may claim favour from your Eyes. 
Impute not, Madam, this' to pride 3 
You; and my Theme are near ally'd ; 
As near.as thoſe rich Gardens were 


To th' Golden Apples they did bear. 
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The PLUNDER. 1677. 


To the honourable William Byron, begging Verſes 
be pleas'd to write upon my Tragedy 
of Henry the fourth. 


'M told (and therefore well may hope for Bayes) 
[ You have been pleasd my Tragedy to praiſe. 

[t unregarded was, by me before, 

Like a rude lump of undigeſted Oare. 

Made current by your praiſe, It now may paſs : 

So Princes Stamps put, value upon Braſs. _ 

But then your Warrant muſt be ſign'd and ſhown 3 
Elſe may the value of it be unknown. - 

The World's applauſe will then obedience be. 
Toyou, and your reſpeQts applauſe to me. 

| Being honourd with your Badge *t will be allow'd; 
And paſs, if not alone, 'yet in the Crowd, _ 
L,allits Wit, and Worth muſt duly own _. ©. 
| As yours, and by your Mark 'twill beſt be known. 
For Wit, as your Propriety, 1s meant 3 | 

And ſuch Acknowledgments as this, your Ref. 
The Criticks then mnſt hazard loſs and ſhame, © 
If they diſtreſſes make upon your claim. | 
Bald Gybes, and Cexſfures hurt not ſo my Muſe, 

As they your Repreſentatives abule. 

Bold Gri/oz: and the generous Navarre, 

[ here acknowledge but your Tranſcripts are. 

Your Converſation does the Poet make 3 

And from your Words and Ads I Heroes take. 


Each 
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Each viſit's plunder ; forl ſteal awa 
More Wit at onee, than- would make up a Play, 


— 


' The Badge of Good- fellowſhip. I677. 


QOpon Scarlet-Faces, Roſie-C heeks, and Ruby-Noſes. 
To. C. Cooper, E/q Ek. 4 


K'% Bacchus does requitals fad. | 

For all that we Good-fellows ſpend ; 

No Merchants in, their Indian trade, 

Richer returns than we have made.:. 

Tho Pearls for Beads of Tf are. fold, 

And Iron purchaſe fineſt Gold... . 

True ! we ſpend Mor; wheres, the loſs? 

All Coir-is but authentick droſs, 

The Stamp prefers it, and baſe ood. 

Does all its eſtimation Mo, 

How many years are. vainly. ſpent, 

_—_ to get, and loſe content 2 - 
ining it, the;Day's lolquiees, 

af in preſerving 1t, the 


enow Wwhat-profit may he made 
Wo ally-drinking na) be Pf 


What tho the Pur/e its traſh. has Joſt ? 
The Noſe with Rybies. 1s Far Joſt 
For blood that ſuch rich Bubbles fivells, 
I; Kernel to thoſe forming Bee 
Whoſe luſtre takes aideeper 

As the good-ſellow. Py Ls more "high. 
And yet the Rybzes are but pale, | 
—_ baſe extraftion is from Ale. 


How 
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How can the 'Liatr brew what's good, + ? 
(That Maſh-fat of the boiling blood ) "1 
When dregs of Aie'pollute the Veins ? t Foot 

As th blood were«tdpt off from the Graizs, 

But when we thoſe nch Rabizs make, it: 25 

With drinking Claret, Text, or Sack 

They take their bigneſs, colour, ſhape, 

Fro'th' Cluſters of the Scarlet Grape. 

Good-fellows hence, by drinking pe 

That boaſted thing call'd Chimick-heat. 

Which, from the Body, «Forces out” | 

The blood toth' :Naſe (the Limberk-ſpont) 

Thoſe drops condens'd by the cold” Air, 
Advance to Rubies, and fixthere; f nate 0 00LL ON 
The Rocks that are'mn Orwns found, I 
Only in pretious Gennes abbund 5 230 977e91-71 
But barren on their 'tops appear, : 7J: 

As if their heart-bloods waſted\-were; ge3l 

And blood of Rocks thoſe Rubies ate. : 

He who for Tyrian-purple ſeeks, © © 

May find it mGoodsfellows'Checks. © . th 

The grain of Sarr«s-only there'5- -- JaG 41” 
And Bow-dies firſt invented wete' T £00 
From ſome old: Brewer.,:who liv'd there. 

Canary 1o refines the Skin, | 

The blood's tranſparent from within. 

That modeſt bluſh'which Y7rgizs boaſt, 

Had long fince from the World been loſt ; 

But for ſtrong-liquor and a Toafs. | 
Nay,-which 1s more--Phyſicians prove, 
That -- Sanguin texoper which all love, 


Some 
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Some Red-n0s d Drinker raisd the Breed, 
Transfuſing't to his happy Seed.. 

Sack makes not only ruby d Noſes, 
But in our Cheeks plants Beds of Roſes: 
For as the heav'nly dew, firſt drops 


Upon the Roſe-Trees pongnnns tops3 
Feeding them with prolifick blood, 
Uarill they belly to a Bud : if 

Phebas his Midwifry then ſhows, 

And in green Maxtles.layes the Roſe. 

ae ma ſo of the luſty Grape, 

On Madam Temperance aQts a Rape 3 
Swelling our Checks 'with ſeeds of Roſes, 
Which Bacchw#s heat to th' World diſcloſes ; 
In thoſe hot Beds they'l freſhly laſt, 

In ſpite of Froſt, or Winters blaſt. 

Then let Red-Noſes henceforth be 

No ſubjefts for vain Drofery. | 

"Tis fawey here our Wits to try 5 

Scarlet's > & badge of Majeſty. 

Kings buy their pomp when Drinkers have 
Their Shop, and in themſelves are brave. 
Roſes in June are only blown ? ... 
Good-Fellows theirs all th' year are ſhown. 
A Firgins bluſhis ral'd by th? Moor 3 

Their Tides ſoon flow, and ebb as ſoon : 
When as Good-Fellows never (hrink 

Till Death; that is, till they want:drink. 

Tts virtues are not half told yet 5. +; 
It heightens Valoxr, quickens wit 5. - 
The Heart is cheerd, Friendſhip increaſt; 
No. care, but for ſome harmleſs Jeſt. 


> Oo» OD >»ZPOMPODtMZ Z © W 


—_— 


any | 


OV EB, / WW . 173 


Then let's not leave it, tho ſome ſcold, 
Becauſe pharatical, or old: 

Let _= grave Fops inſlave their will 
He who made theſe, will dtink on ſtill. 


” . . . 
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The R E N T. 1677. 
To the Hononrable Lady, Mrs. Chaworth. 


'Rworn with cares, and ag'd with diſcontent". 
I'm ſcarcely able to procure your Rez. 
Tho Poverty, and Poetry may hit 
Tenants, I'm ſure, it will but odly fit. 
| Beſides adouble Obligation's dues - 
Since I have paid moſt Perſons off, but you. 

No greater happineſscould me befall ; 
Not that Tm quit from them, but owe you all. 
Poor Debtors (o (that are behind hand hurPd, 
Frown'd on above by'th Stars, below by th' World,) 7 
Contra their Mortgages 3 One mortal wound Y 
Leſs pain, than living to beflead, is found. | 
One Maſſy Fetter (tho its weight be more) c 
ls far leſs troubleſome than half a ſcore : p 
None (tho with Bracelets)would be hung all o're.  -. 
A Dungeozrs eaſier, thanat once to be 4.905) 
Both Stockt, and Whipt, and on the Pibory. 
Thus roving Lovers that diffuſe their Fires, 
(New objets always kindling freſh deſires) 
Catching the flame, like Powger, at a touch, 
Ner rightly love, becauſe they love too much : 
So menin Debt almoſtto every one, 
Are ſo diſtracted, they can pay to none. 


My 
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My ſeveral lines of Obligations due ' (1241 


To others, now concenter all in you. = 


But, Madam, as each Debt to Heav'n requires 
The Stock o'th' Hexrt, and uſe of our Deſires 3 
So mine {hall be as juſtly paid to you 

Both in the Principal, and Int'reft too. 


—. 
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The N EWYEAR'S GIFT. 
| | To, the ame. 1677, 


M* Rent is paid's but ſomething is behind 5 
IJ TherelI was juſt, bur hereT muft be kind. 
Ttr expreſſion ſuits with voluntary things 3 

And ſuch are Preſerts, altho made to Kings, 

- Tis true. they honour us, when they recerve, 
But ſtill it ſhows a kindneſs when we give. 
Ofall your New-year's-gifts mineis the leaſt ; 
Yet none pO better, than who gives his beſt. 
AsI were ſtudying what this beſt might bez 
Iatranc'd I fell into an Extaſte. - - 

I 'fpid i th' Airy Regror, from a far, 

A ſhining thing ſhoot like a falling Star. 

As it drew nearer my aftoniſht ſight, 

Still did it bigger ſeem, and ſtill more bright, 

So dazling fierce its neighb'ring glories grew 3 
Mine Eyes I hid, unable for theview. 

Wip'd thrice with ſome ſoft thing, Twas ſo bold 
To look what were ; and found it dowry Gold : 
- Thelining of the Wing of my bright Gueſt 

A young and glittring form, all heaynly dreſt. ' 
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Fear not, it ſaid 3 I've laid my lightning by, 
{it elſe would melt the Chryſtal of thine Eye, 
| | And work effe&ts ſocontrary-- Itslight 
- | Would cloud thy fickning beams with laſting night. ' 
| Hail 9ff-ſpring of.the Morning, I:did cry / 
Or art thou not Arrord's ſelf, faid T ? 
Or ſome Angelic-form, that hath put on | 
The Veil of that fair Sex? Know I ammone 
Of all thy flatrring ghefles, then it faid 5 
Yet, tho ſo bright, Fm butto them a ſhade. 
One that n——_ upon the Theſpian Quires 
Defign'd to warm thy'bteaſt with nobler fires ; : 
To rule thy Fancy, heighten thy Deſeres. | 
The Heav/'nly-Myſe I am, whom thou doſt wrong, 
Imploying me in evety' idle Sorg. | 
| was forlaking thee's: and now would go 
But for the Lady thou art writing to. 
To her Tle from the 'Myſes's fervice run: 1 
By her thoſe ſhining Ladies are out-(hone 3 | 
And yet they are Daughters of the Sun. } 
A New-years-gift thou want'ſt. Let-me be it 5 
Or Pll condemn thee to the dearth of Wit. 
Scis'd ſhall thine Humouir and thy Fancy be 
As forfeited 3 for both belong to me : 
But ifthou wilt me with her ſervice grace, } 
| Henceforth imploying me to ſing her praiſe, > 
PII from Apollo's Daphne get the ; ; 
No with'ring Springs, but fuch as ſhall have root 3 
Whoſe living wreaths about thy brows ſhall ſhoot. 
Thns,/ Madam, I out-doe my former uſe ; 
Then I gave Verſes, now I give my Muſe. 
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| The VIRGIN. 1677, 
Epitaph npon my dear $. Mrs. $. 9, 


F Dft imbalm'd inricht the Soy], 
|| ing ſuch Tombs intice to ſpoil ; 
She needs muſt yield a richer prize, 
Imbalm'd with Virtue more than Spice. 
This Stone ſhe turns into a Shrize, 
Making the Grave become a Mzye. 
Her precious worth, like [gotts, ſhines, 
And 1s new minted 1n theſe Lines. 


Read, if thoucanſt, withunwet eyes; 


Where Vertues Darling bury'd lies. Il 


or as the Sun 3 yetſcorn'd totwiſt 
er Virgin Splendor with a Miſt 3 
Chaſter than S»om, unmelted tryes 
'The hotteſt beames of amorous eyes. 
Her Looks, at Sin and Laſt incens'd; 
Like Chernbine her Eden tenc'd. 


Yet if the World can imitate 


Her Vertues, tis a happier fate 
Than if ſhe had left Children here, 
Theſe mortal, thoſe immortal are. 


CREDE 
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CREDE'BY*RON. 1677. 
To the Honourable William Byron, »poz # Paper of 
Verſes oy me -- 1p0R a Preſent to the moſt beau- 
nd es his Dangiters. . | 


"TREE are the Verſes, 


You hike the geri "rows Sin; a il diſhes, 
To thoſe het merit lekRt,” your irflience 
Your Obligations have'that pow'rful charch 3" 
They need muſt conquer,” when they "fit iti! 
The Favoxrs, you ſo' freely have beſtow'd.'! 

Are ſuch we ne'r deſerv'd, 'Hot you ere ow d. 

The Debt is mine F own 3 noe to'pay'z 

But, like a Baikyupt, beg #1 eDay ts [2 
They re brisk, and -young' 3nd can” ariother way. 

My Mſe 1 ſhould excuſe, ſhe $ Atill and Hides * 2 


Thoſe that do write'to you'in'Verſe intrides”: 
Were not her Prod all/from Gratitude, 
Preſilmption is a crime, but worſe' deſpair 3 

One errs in boldneſs, and the other fear. . 

But I preſume you! pardon the firſt Fault : 

The Man's a Coward thatne'r makes Aſſault.' | 

In ſuch Atchievemrents if I chance to dye 5 

[ live in fame, if t'your memory. 

7 whole ambition only does extend | 
ain the name of Shipmar's faithful Friend. 
tho I cannot amply ſpeak your praiſe ; 

Fle wear the Myrtle, tho you wear the Bayer. 


I W. B: 
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178 POEM S. 
--*» _- I reurs to theſe.” 

not Heav'ns bleſſings rich requitals bring, 
Conſtant Devotion were a tirelome thin %y 
Our intreſt 'tis tho , .thas:to ſpend-our.Dayer, 
Bleſſings to pray for, and when gain'd, to praile. 
In this bleſt Circle you and I do move 3 
Your Love my Duty gains, and that your Love. 
My Gratitude owns all you gave Ee, 
And is an Earzeſt here to purchaſe more. 
Yet when, on grateful Alars, Incenſe burns, 
The Virtues loſt, if we expe returns ; 
And looks as Swbje&s ſhould with Princes vye, 
ExaQting honour for their Logalty. | 
But I'll with reverence wait, and faithful be ; 
Bt able. Byron what he. will tome; | 
Your Favours loſe;ng virtue by delay 3 4 
Vou grantmethoſe for which I darenot pray : 
Qh, teach the Ladies; Sir; your winning way. ) ., 
To be your Friead js ſuch a glorious name, : .{f 


It urges merit, and.it offers fame :..: | 

I, from the. Commons, riſe your Buckingham. 

This heightens me  abave the common' view, 
And-makes me thus: expoſtulate with you. 

| Was't not enough your Azceſtors did. aid 

The mighty Norman,. when hedid invade ? 

Whoſe zoble A&s mcreaſt their former ſtore, 

And here.confirm'd thoſe Hoxowrs they brought ore? 

Is't not enough that this [/luſtriows Line "ol 

Succeeds in you, and you maintain the Shine ? 

Ditfring but thus fro'th* glory they have won, 

They were the Morning, you the Mid-day Sur : 
5't 


7 


Ist not —_ the Byrozrs all excell,- 
As much in Joving, as in fighting well ? _ 
Witneſs their Motto, provd in Boſworth Field, 
Where Truth did therr triumphant Char#ot gild- 
Is not that fame enough your Noble Site, 
With his fx zoble Brothers, did acquire ? 
All valiant Kjghts | whoſe Title wasnot boughe, 
But under Charls his Rogzal Pandard ought, 
Is't not enough that Brittiſh Coronet 
Circles your head, your Arceſtors did get ? 
But you'muft thirit after inferiour praiſe; 
And from the Brittiſh Bards too gam the Bayes ? 
The Civic-Garland hd the Maral too, 
Are Re your unqueſtion'd due. 
The Lawrel Crows =_ may by title claim 
Honour's reward is Tribute to your Name. 
But this of Bayes your humour may condemn, 
Be not our Rzval firice:you are our Theme. 
Nobler Acquiſts than theſe, you havedefign'ds 
Honoxr and Glory raft, inflame your Md. 
Your [rroads only into;Verſe are made, 
Like mighty Monarchs that ſtall States invade. 
It is not worth their while : the chiefeſt charms 
Are to get fare and terrour by their Ars. 
To big you are in Yerfe to be confind - + 
Verſe 1s too narrow for your worth, or Mind 
But I am impudent, nay worſe, profane, 
To make your courtſhip of the Muſe vain: 
As tho there were diſparagement Pth* thing 5 
When I would gladly do't werel a Kizg. 
Upontwo Poles the Soul (like Heav'n) does move; 
The bright arid laſtirig Po/es of Wit, and Love. 
N 3 Nor 
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© Nor W:#, nor Love, of Rivals will admit ; 
We jealous-axe in. Love, but more in Wiz. 
But I offend\more in this vain excuſe ; 
; Since. you already. have injoy'd the Muſe. 


She's yours by: mutual choice ; then 'tis not W; 


That her good Graces I ſhould ſeek to get ; 
For that would be th' Adultery of Wit. . © 
Sometimes you-entertain her for your Sport; 
So th' Players have admittance to the Conrt | 
| The Roman Conſul with his Children play'd ; 
And Jove Sports ſometimes with his Ganimede, 
After ſuch Toying ſhe inconſtant be ; - 


And your attzaits will make her c#ckold me. 


T. $. 
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WIT-andNATURE. 1677. 
4 Pintlaric Ode to Sr. Edw. Rich. ' 
(pr enns hail!. | Wl 

"Who over mankind do'ſt prevail. 
Queen Regent of this ſublunary Frame, 
Diſtinguiſh't by what ever Name, . 
For M&aphyſick, Notions I lay by, EE 
Thin ſubtleties for me too-high. 
| Such. Thee define 
To be the Ar: Divine, © 
' Or the eternal fx# decree, 
From all inferiour appealments free 5 
 Thefil'd Record ift Heaven's high Chancery: 

= Fhis is.methinks an over-rate. 

| __Or they; confound thy State; _. 

Not wdltdiftinguiſhing 'twixt thee and Fate. 


Such 


POEMS. 13r 
Such myſtick definitions puzzle more, 
Blinding Eyes but dim before. 
Whoſe ſtudies, like your Oxford's, ſeem to be 
The Magick of Divinity. 


Be what 1t will, 
.” In me- It ſhews its magick kill. 
Its pow'rful charms to Poetry inclin'd 
My youthful mind. . 
C aftalian Liquor did imbue 
' My Vefel whilſt 't were new. 
No other reliſh it will own. 
Each drop that from the Dregs is ſpilt, 
( For now I am o th' Tilt ) 
Has ſome ſmall taſte of Helicorr. 
Nor herein will I Nature blame 3 
Let great and rich-Men buſtle for a name 3 
- We, we muſt raiſe their fame. 
That's more'for ours, than their Renown, 
Tis a Regalio of Apollo's Crown, | 
From him all beams of Glory flow 3 
Heroes are mighty things indeed but Poets make 'em fo. 


- Fromthis imperial height to which Tmflown * 
_ -I rumble down. 
Give me a Cypreſs not a Lawrel Crown ! 
With deteſtation, I eſpy | 
The Scandals \upon Poetry. 
Shall burning Laf#.be faid or'heating Wire, 
The breaſts of Poets to refine'z 
Is the Bay mare freſhly leay'd, . 
When with the V7ze *tis interweay'd ? 
N 3 Oo 
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Coy Daphne, filence breaks 
Let va Rind chap into a Month, and ſpeak. 
Would not Apolo's Rape more grateful be 
Than Bacchns Love, tho he honl wnarty thee? 
Can we produce no happy thought, 
Unleſs betwixt a Myſe and Satyr got ? 
Have thoſe chaſt Vzrgizs chang'd their loves, 
And left Pieriar Groves, 
To ramble up and down, 
And be like Miſes of the Town? 
Say whether fate is'more renown'd 
| To be a Dutcheſs crown'd 3 
Or with izemeortal Glories ſhining round? 


Nature—— I cannot yet define 5 
More fit for ſome Seraphical Divine : 
Tho they but Graces three, and we have Mſes nine. 
To wreaths of Bay they have ſufficient claim, 
- - Their S7ozs holy Hill 
Out-rivals our Parnaſſus in its fame, 
And Hermor's ſacred Dew 
Will give an Influenceas true 
As Aganippe's Rill. 
Prieſts we-are both alike, and both alike are fird 
With ſacred heat ; Poets have been inſpir'd, 
Shard in their gifts of Prophecy , 
As they in onrs of Poetry, 
And both. have Lewrels won 3 
They havetheir Doffor Sprat.& had their Door Done. 


Nor do we come behind. 
| The Myſes, and the Graces too 
Have Lay-2zen courted oft, and yet they do, _ 
And ſome of us togare totheminclin'd, David 


POEM S. 182 
' David the golden'Age did gild; 
His Harp; as laſting glory as his Sword did yicld; 
And he imntitled te. as fair renown, 
By Wreaths of Bay, as Judab's Crown. 
Virgil the Silver Age did cauſe ro ſhine. 
The Iron Age Cleveland and Cowley had ; 
, Roth of them, alas, are dead | 
And with 'em too, I fear, their hcat divine ! 
But ftay! ſome comfort yet does come, 
We have good Poets ſtore,as-- faith I know notwhom ; 
But this Pindarick rapture has convey'd 
Me from my firſt intent, 
I had ſome faint Ideas made, 
How I might Nature repreſent. ' 
To her I would aglorious Subſtance give, 
Com > of Body and of Sol. 
She does a mighty Sovereign live, 
Ruling from this, to th' other Pole. 
What 1s her Body, Muſe, then fay ? 
'Tis Bequty, that bright Ray 3 
The Copy of a Summers ſhining Day, 
| Juſt when Azrora meets the Sur, 
||. And yet the fair Original by thy Copy is out-done.: 


| When She's ſo dreſt 
She's fine, 
| As when a glittering Veſt 
Adorns an Agel ; when the Silver Light 
Peeps through the azure Tirſel, that does line 
The ſhining Robe, and makes it beav'nly bright. 
| Her roſie bluſhes ſhine 
Quite through the Lily 5kin : 
N 4 


POEMS 
As ſhooting FJame through burnt White-Wine: 
 . The outward Stxff's fo thin, 
The Scarlet lining all appears within. 
Her bright and piercing eye 
Can by no Clouds be hid; 
But quite ſhines through the Lid: 
As Sun-beamy thorough Chryſtal fly. 
Nay, hers-excell; their light does ſtay, 
And knowsnoWeſt, no ſetting Sur ; 
Here's almoſt everlaſting day, 
As at the Poles, where Night is ſeldome known. 


It weſuch rare attra&tionsowe. 
To Natures Body; then (without controul ) 
| _ We muſt far greater know, 
When we'reacquainted with her Sox. 
Then, Me, *tis very fit, 
' Thou tel {tus it. 
It is that pow'rful pleaſant thing call'd Wit. 
Wit js the Soul of Nature! but what more 
 * __ Introth Icannottell. 
But II will ſhew where it dqes dwell; 
1. ©. And youcan ak no more. 
Some ſtarve it out; and ſo unfortunate am I! 
| Some ſtarve jt too with Laxury 3 
Some ſeek tomurder it in Rhymes 
And ſome with panes ara it to death; 
Some others guilty of the Hangman's crime, 
OH MN With ſtrong Lines ſtop its breath, 
Then ſometimes 1t does ſtay = 
With thoſe 'who plenty know 3 
But they ſoon weary grow, Ry 
T 01100 $9071] n 


And i 1s turn'd away, --- 
On all accounts as well content as they, 
It ſometymes for its habitation payes, 
As when our Poets Mony get for Plates 3 
| Before *twas never heard ED 
oy they did ſeek reward, 
Unleſs.it was a Crown of Bayes. 
' For if Mec#nas would ſome favours give 3 
They, in requital made Meceras live. 
' © + But great ones areour Rzivalsgrown 
In theſe ill-humour'd days, 
As thoughthey had ſuſpition, 
To live 1n no Perſe but their own 3 
Like Nero, now they fiddle too for praiſe, 


But where's this place of Wit? 

Forl before did promulſe it. 

After the ſ{tri&t re-ſearchesI have made, 
I fear'd that it abovewas fled, 

Aﬀter Aſtrea, that fair heav'nly Mazd. 

___ »Till Friday laſt I gain'd a view 
And after much cold hunting too 5 
I did recover my laſt Gaze, and found it, Sir, mn yOu. 


——_—_— 
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The ANTIQUARY. 1677. 


Upon the Baronage of England, by Sr. Will. Dugdale, 

© Garter-Principal King at Arms,  _ 

A Selden, or a Camder's only fit . - ca 

To judge, and praiſe the Works that hehas writ, 

So noble ſtruFures, by rare Artiſts rais'd, | 
Should only by V:truvizs rules be prais'd, 


Praiſe _ 
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Praiſe is a Tex by Fuſtice-ſelf thought fit ; 
And every NT Thu has Brom A "Mo 
Which ſhould as ſtrifly be to merit paid, 
As Taxes that by Parliaments are made, 
Authentick praifes ſhould theſe Works regard, 
Such as at once bring Howour and Rewar 
Prodigious were the pains that brought them forth ; 
By nothing to be equal'd, but their worth, 
Here Ergland's rifing fplendors he has ſhown, 
Till come to Man-hood in itsglorious Noon 3 
-----But now alas }----- 
Small are the ſhadows of its Evening Sun. 
Her honours ſtreams he from the Fountain brings, 
Guiding the Currext tothe lower Springs. 
ObſtruZions in each Channel he does clear 
As if the Law of Sewers govern'd here. 
His a&ive knowledge has the ſearching force 
Of Spirits, that can Ge, and not —_ 
Strange penetrating art! to pierce, like Azr, 
Each Ik receſs, and ranfack all things there. 
Rare Learning that reveals as clear as Light, 
. Fhe ſecret Treafures both of Tizve and Nzehr. 
Which like the Sun throughout the World can pry, 
And is at once tort felf both Light and Eye. 
In Graves ( thoſeſhades of Death Ynow Life is found, 
As i ichnng heat brings Flowers from the Ground, 
No Marble ombs, no Pyramids can hold | 
From turning like the Duſt they did infold. 
| Names, tho long loſt m Rubbiſh, own bis power : 

As Chymiſfts can from Aftes raiſe'1 Flower. 
Of Statues long defac'd, and ſmooth as Glafs, 
As in a Chryſftat, here he ſhews the Face. 


t 


1 


| 


fany part be left, he canit own : 
Hercules here may. by his Foot be known. 
from ſtragling charaQers in worn-out Deeds, 


[Tt intrigues of ancient Families he reads. 


Succeſſions vary'd. to and fro agen, 


«| (Acides-like ) he traces to their Dev. 


Thoſe Families that loſt themſelves, and run 

Into a various ſucceſſion 3 

He does reduce to their firſt Marriage-Bed 3 

And ſhews ſev'n-chanehd Nile its Fountain Head. 
For all this coſt, but Mortal aid he brings, 

As all muſt do, that write of mortal things. 

Tho his efforts are of the ſtrongeſt rate, 

Yet cannot ſave what is condemn'd by Fate. 

Stones thus, that crown a lofty Twrret's head, 

May pave the Ground for ev'ry foot to tread. 

Marbles muſt monulder, Steel confame with Ruſt ; 

Crowns,with their Owners, all reſolve to Duſs. 

Nor there ſecure !' that very D#ſt be gone, 

Into the vaſt Abyſs of Air be blown 3 


| The ſport of Wards, who kept the World in fear 3 


Their Duſt as reſtleſs as their thoughts were here. 


POEMS. wy 


— 


RED CANARY. 1677. 


With ſome Bottles of it--—To the right honourable 
Katharine Lady Roos, ec. 


WH inſpired few, whoſe glowing breafts 
Refin'd 'em for Apolle's Priefts 3 
When myſtick heat their bloods did fire, 
Themſelves did from themſelves retire. 
| Baniſhe 
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Baniſht the mortal from their breaſt, . w_ 
That Preſence-Chamber richly dreſt ; We 
The glorious Furniture all ſhind ; : | 
For with Apollo's ſelf 'twas lin'd. Wl'7 
What charming words might needs fume hence, =» |H 
Mixt withthat neigtybring Influence, By 
Whoſe thickning þreath appear'd to be [A 
A Chariot for the Deity. - Vc 
Were my Produt#ions but ſo bleſt, 
Your Ladiithip might be expreſt. Bu 
But Poetsnow heed no ſuch fires ; [Be 
Yet ſtill ſome Deity inſpires. Tt 
Venus or Bacchus heightensſence, As 
Tho with malignant influence. [ 
Thoſe Demonsnow profane our Groves = Ar 
With vain, or with diſhoneſt loves; Tt 
Making a Deſart of the place, - Bl 
With'ring the Mzrtles and the Bays : Hi 
. The Fiendthus, with contagious vice, Tc 
Blaſted the Trees of Paradice. Tt 
But, Madam, your illuſtrious name ( 
Is both my Izfluence and Theme 3 An 
Refining all my Soak to flame. To 
Hence baffled Poetry may thrive, 
And Oracles again revive. Th 
Its clouded beams may brighter riſe, . I fo 
Kindled by th'Sun-ſhine of youreyes, } [fi 
As Perſrans fire their Sacrifice, - ; Tt 
'Till thi Muſes have that bliſs obtain'd, 4 [Te 
They're like fall'n Stars in darkneſs chain'd. ' | 
Then farewel Poetry! 7 2; [lt 
"But | 


— But ſtay — | 

': |Vems may prove Orania. 

: [ſhe may 1njoy that happy fate, 

[fſhe Four virtues imitate. 

| Her Chariot then, through th' heay/zly lawn, 
By Doves, not Sparrows will be drawn : 
And virtuous Love henceforward boaſt, 
You have reſtor'd what Vers loſt. 


But, Madam, 'tis too fad a truth, 

' | Bacchus 1s ſo debauch'da youth; 
That-Lees as foon will leave his Wie, 
As his corruptions hell refine. 

[l humours ſooneſt are withſtood, 
And cured þeſt by letting blood : 
That hot-bMind Cod, with fumes oppreſt, 
Bleeds here ſome ounces of his belt. 
His Heart-blood-drops he offers here 
To you his fair Delzverer 3 

The Szoick ſo himſelf refign'd, 

(Hence owning the eternal mind.) 

And thus his beſt\'Drops did prefer 

To Jove, the great Deliverer. 


This my Oblation may attone 

For all offences he has done. 

[f in your Favour it finds place, 

The Reprobate recovers Grace. 

Your influence then muſt be divine; I! 
vince, Madam, it canthus refine | 
; | The dregs of Love, of Wit, of Wine. j 
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The HUFFER. 1677... 


Spoken by Ant. Eyre Eſquire, and direFed to the: 
Honourable, the Lady Roos, when he acted" Nlnian- 
ZOr in: the Granada, at Belvoir i# way of Prolog, 


[That made'Fortune Lacky by my fide, '/: 
I Had Fame for Trumpet, and Succeſs for Guide : 
I that did conquer Armies with a word, 
Making Fate yield to my more pow'rful Sword: 
I that could witha Smile beſtow a Crown, - © 
Then blaſt my new raisd Myrarch with a From, 
Almanzor, I, who(by the Poct-teaght) 2 ill 4 
Huft more, thanever Hero did; or onght 7 ll 
I now ſubmit, and lay my Lawrels down g *' © * 
But from your favours hopeanobler Crowr, - | 


Whenceis this ſudden calm? what could concroul 
The working paſſion of my borſtrons Soul > 
My breaſt did like ſome Northern Climate (how, 

Its fountain froze, and cover'd o're with Sow. 
Thaw'd, Ladies, by your Eyes (thoſe Mid-day Sun) 
The melting Sprizg drops Rubies, as it runs.” | 
My Blood, once fate under this Icy Lock, 

Softens like Coral on the wwelting Rock. 

No Lapland Spell, can temper any Arms 
To be of proof, 'gainſt Beamties ſtronger charms. '- 
And one among(t thoſe Ledies I have 'fprd; + 
Whoſe pointed rayes wound more than Almabide. 


Nature, and Dryden, all that both could do 
To perfe& Almabide, falls ſhort of you. 


*, 
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—wikg the Stars o'th' Rocks, orGemmr o'th' Skies: 

tw * arvs jr thar ſickly beams give way, 
Phantoms to the ſpringing Day. 

Nel , who thought no paſſivas me could move, 

Beng free from fear, and therefore free from Love. 

Greater than Nature, you my Heart conſtrain' G ; 

And Love has now his ſtubborn Rebel chain'd: 

Yet not content to reſt his Empire there, 

Its doubly chain'd 3 and now inflay'd to fear. 

Twoſtrong Diſeaſes I at once indure, 

Yet as an = ns does from Plagyes ſecures 

My trembling Fear, leſt I preſumptuous prove, 

_— the raging S's of Love. 


©, The REPRESENTATION. 1677. 


Upon. the Honourable Mrs. Bridget Noel, a#ing the 
| Part of Almahide, i Dryden 5 Granada, at Belvoir. 


"pn d Muſe! now thou haſt gain'd thy Toxgue, 
Exaltthy. fancy in a noble Song. 

Thy honour'd "Beluorr (that moſt pregnant Wombe 
Of Oo onders) with amazement ſtruck theedumb: 
Thus the old doubtful Prie teſts his Lips were ſeal'd, 
When that bright Gueſt i'th' Temple was reveal 4d. 
Surpriz'd alike F filently retir'd; _ 
Withdrew my Sozl, and inwardly admird, 
Tharſuch a Lady on the Stage was ſeen, 
Leſs'ning her ſelf to repreſent a _ 
Canſcious of which, her Cheeks with Scarlet dy'd; 
Show'd Modeſty in her moſt Royal pride : a 

cavn's 
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Heav'n's Face is fleckto,” when the baſhful Light”! 
Muffles her Glories inthe Clouds of Night. > 
Miſtake' me not, her Splendors were not gone 3 '/ | 
They only ſeem'd''fo, like the ſetting Sun; *W- 
Like him, ſhe in-her {elf is always bright, * 
Though not to us, -plac'd ina vary'd hight: "70 
She may confirm the Tartar Princes's lot, 

That Stories ſay, was by the 'Sun-beams got. * ' 
Her Bodie's cloath'd with light 3 the Sky's her-Skin 5 
( That glorious Curtaiz:-of the Heau'n within 3 )* © 
| Her circling Blood (like to the' Worlds bright Eye) 
Rounds all her Wortd, and glitters'throngh her Sky, 
Dangers'may come then by too near a view 5 
Her beams both dazzle:'may, and burn us too. 
For Light is Fire, altho but thinly ſpread ;_ 
Through burning Glaſſes.of her Eyes convey'd. 
Mongſt all thoſeflames ſh' has nonetthat inward glow, 
Nor-feels the heat that warnis out World below : + 
Cold is her Blood, as tho with Julips fed 3 | 
Not ſtrange, ſince in a S»ow-boxſe itis laid. 
Froſt im her Blood, tho Fire 1s mn her Eyes : 

Thus Lightning from the coldeſt Region flyes. | 
.. Whilſtthe Town-/camm(thoſe M:idianites o'th Stage) 
Surprize the Zimries of this willing Age 5 | 

Apparent dangers muft to us accrue, 
Since real Princes here may juftly woo. 
Beantie's fair Goddeſs, and the @neen of Night, 
When gaudi'{t in their tiflu'd robes of Light, 
Tread not th* Etherial Stage with greater ſtate 5 
Tho Cds themſelves from them attend their fate. --\- 
WhirFd in their Sphears(thoſe bright Machines) they fly 
Quite through the ſpace of their archt-roofof th Sky-- 
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Or for this A&9?, or' this Theater, 


| Formerly, when the Prophets zeals were ard, 


B w'rs which. they adord, they vere m{pu'd, 
BoB on ! wherein the Oracles of W It : 
Were ſacred. DiFates from the Altar Writ. 

When Poets \were the Trampets that convey'd 
Thoſe formed ſounds that by the Gods were made; 
Then from the Deities they gain'd refpett 3 

But now from heedleſs Mortals find negtctt * 
Immortal Verſe ſprung from immortal aids 5 | 
Now Miſes rule, then rul'd the T heſpian Maids. 
Hence they of future things divincly writ 

Now paſt and preſent fooleries are Wit ; 

Poems, and Poets, one another fit. 


|t muſt be ſo, now thirſt of Fame's away, ( the Bajt® 
Quencht wirh large Dranghts, and th' Vine cur-grows 
Whilſt Farces and ſuch Vices of the Stage, | 
Corrupt the Poetry of this looſe Age. 
No Heroe, no Mecenas iti theſe times, 
For SubjeF, Or incouragement of Rhymes. 
Dryden alone, has got ſoige Title riow | a DN 
To th' Lawrel wreaths, that grace his lacky Brow: 
Tho neither Deity ncr Miſe inſpires, 
Her breath alone fann'd his Poerick fites. 
Ttr old cuſtom is to his advantage broke 3 
For here he made thoſe words the Goddeſs ſpoke: 
Bleſt by her Moath, they may obtain the fate 
Of Oracles, and gain, as long a date. 
Thus his rude Oare caſt in that precious Monld, 
Loſt all its Droſs, and turn'd refined Gold. 

| 9 


age 


She 


She did create its worth, and wade the Ply ; 
And breath'd the breath of Life into bis Clay. / 


The VISION. 167 7. 


To the Right Honourable the Lady Roos, &c. Upon 
the Birth of the Heir of Rutland. - 


His Night 1njoys ſo ſweet a calm ; 
As th' Ar Siflotya it ſelf to Balm. 

So deep a ſilence all things _  — 
As Nature'sſ{elf were huſh't aſleep. 
Cynthia neglects her watch !th* Skies, 
And drowzy too has clos'd her eyes. 
Or is with her Endymion, hid 
Under ſome cloudy Coverlid. 
Yet light I through her Curtairs ſpy, 
Scap'd from the corner of her Eye. 


But ſoon the Harbinger of Day 
Chas'd all thoſe gloomy ſhades away : 
With Roſes ſtrew'd the Paths o'th' Euft, 
Till Tethys had her Lover dreſt, 
That way I turn'd my ready eyez 
When I your Belvoir. did elpy. 
(For all our Pale 1s fully oe 
' And Belvoir 1s its Sun 1th? Eaſt) | pad 13. 
I gaz'd---the other Sur: to "(py 3 | |71 
When thence a thing did ſwitftly'r fly A 
| than Light . 
Whichinone moment gildsthe Sky. i [oa 
Gently to me the V:{/oz: came, | 
Snatching meup with arms of flame : 
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And me through yielding Air convey'd 
In Belvorr Ce cat laid. MY 


The ſacred Geniz of the place, 
Meebo G7 why at rc 
ight Off-ſprings of ial race. 

a. Mk oukons-Gold out-vy'd, 
All ore with ſparkling Diamozds ey'd. 
Flying about the ſacred Frame, 

fnn'd the ambient Air to flame; + 
Or their eyes the lightning came. } 
After ſome Ceremonies paſt; 
They ſung 
* Our Belvoir now ſhall laſt : 
'Our Habitations are ſecure ; 
{The Honour of our Charge is ſure. 
Flying about, ſtrange Mxſeck plaid 3 


- | Their founding Wirgs a Conſort made, 


As every ſhining 2«i/ therein, 
A well-tun'd Organ-pipe had been. 


Amaz'd (as well I a_ ſpoke; 
And up the Conventicle _ 

All vaniſht but my flaming Guide z 
Who to my wond'ring _— reply'd. 
' This night thou arta Prophet crown'd ; 
' For Belvoir now an Heir has found. 


|'The bluſhing Portals of its Eft 


'Are with aninfant Phebes bleſt, 
'With zative ſcarlet he was born: 
' As Roſes cloath the Chryſomwe Morn, 


O 2 *'This 


29s POEMS, 


* This ancient Ezrldom boaſt now may, 

* Its honour finds a full-grown Day. 

* Great Rutland is the Evening bright, ] 
** Safe guarded from approaching Night z 

* His own = Stars preſerve:his light. 

* Illnſtrious Roos, that full-ripe Sun--. 

<* Supplies the glorious place of Noor 3 

* All ſhining in Meridian beams : 

< Like Virtze crown'd 'twixt two extreams. 
© That Infant of the Sun, new born, 

© Rutland 7 th Cradle, Sol 7 th Morn ; 

** Tucirc'led with a gentle blaze 

* Reflected from his Mothers Face 

*©*T1ll her clos'd Eyes have:made the Night, 
* Amaz'd outs cannot bear her light. 

<« This makes us at this Seaſon play, 

« Like Birds of Night, avoiding Day. 

«© Ware tho the Geri of this Place, 

* Attendants of this noble Race. 

* Thy ready Zeal wee'l ſo inflame, 

« By ofirring, thou ſhalt purchaſe fame. 
«< Thy Incenſe from the Vale ſhal] riſe, | 
&« And crown with curled Clouds theſe Skies, 
*« Until! their Jove his golden ſhow'rs 

«< Upon thy barren Danae pours. 

* Thought I this Azge/ may fay true 3 

« Elſe he 1s 1n a Y7ſior too. | 


You, Madam, prove ſo rich a Theme, 
You can make Poets mn a Dream. 


The 
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The MUSICIA N. 1677. 


Upon the Death of Mr.W.D. excellent in Muſick, 
Servant at Belvoir. 


F thoſe five Senſes that our Nature grace, 
Seeing, and Hearing, have the nobleſtplace. 

By th? Eares, the Soul its chiefeſt bliſs obtains ; 
And ſhowes by th' Eyes thoſe bleflings that it gains, 
Thoſe others to the Body more belong, 
And th' heav'nly (neſt oft by exceſſes wrong. 
Whoſe grofler- humours we can ſerve at home, 
But = to Belvoir for the purer come. 
What choicer Obje& can indear the Sight > 
Above the Earthas much in worth, as height. 
Aſecond Eden ſhining all about 3 
Glorious within, and beautiful without ! 


Then for to pleaſe the Ears (thoſe Doors of th* Mind) 
Where could we rarer choice of treatments find ? 
What wonders havel from his Mzſick known? 
Paſſions to raiſe 1n all breafts but his own. 

' | His Vzol more than Magick Spells could do, 

. | Both raiſe our m_ and thencalm 'em too, 

Each Finger was a Tongue, and could impart 
Perſuaſive force, above Rhetorick art. 

The Stubborn Paſſions he mig1t well command, 
When every Heart was in his pow'ful hand. 

Here a ſoft charming Air for Maſt'ry tries, 

' | With Vers breath, and moy'd more than her'Sighs. 
There from his Bow darts forth a piercing ſtrain, 


Wounds more than Cypid, and yet brings no pain. 
O 3 When 
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When he his ſpeaking Vjolinlaid by, 
And would his Fl agelt or Cornet try 3 
The wanton Air he'd in chaſte ons bind, 
To gentleſounds tuning th' unruly Wind. 
Strade's fanvd Luteniſt his art might fail, 
— " ye — _—_ this Nightingale. 

ole peaceful Soul did for its change prepare, 
And vaniſht calmly in a end yeanry Air: 
But all miſchances here are ſo ingroft; 
Not thy Artiſt only, but the Art isloſt. 
Thus their fad fate the Grecians did lament 
Their Orphexs, and his Harp together went. 


To my reſpeFed Friend, Capt. Shipman. 1678, 


6 Dy you, as to my Guardian, I go; 

To ask proteGjon from a nughty Foe. 

My tender Myſe, frighted with Critick's fame, 

Starts, and gives back, when ſhe but hears the name. 
She's young, and daresnot hopeto come to good; 
Yet P aavo—. & dreads ablighting in the bud. 

So little Birds, below the Fowler's care, 
Moſt apprehend the dangerof the ſnare. 

And whilſt he ſhoots at ſome more noble prize, 
They hear the ecchoing noiſe, and trembling riſe. 


It is preſumption in my worthleſs Maſe 

To ask your help, worthy a better uſe. 

Yet ſhe's ambitious, and defires to live > i 
And ſays, if you'l vouchſafe your Paſs to give 3 
She's ſure no Critick dares againſt you ſtrive. 


When 
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When I conſider how the m,,hty ove 


' | Receiv'd the Token of the poor Bee's love; 


You'll not deſfpiſe(F'mfire you cann't commend) 


Methinks F cann't but hope-- that as a Friend þ 
That wb ſcarce half anhour both thought 8 p<nn'd. 


SPRING and AUTUMN. 1678. 
To that hopeful Gentleman, Jo. Howe, Elqz In anſwer. 
to the fore-going Verſes. | 


He fruitful Trees,that ſhade the Southern Climes, 
Are like the bloowing fancies in your Rhymes. 
Where Sprin ;, and Autumn, 1n one ſeaſon meet, 


' The fruit delicious, and the bloſſoms ſweet. 


You need no Guardian, but Apo//o's care ; 

And that which makes you bud, will make you bear. 
Fruits,with ſuch early S#z-ſhize grac'd, muſt grow, 
And bear, and flouriſh, and no blaſtings know. 
Secure from Cr:iticks--their ſharp froſty Air 

Serves but to nip your Lady-Myſe more fair. 

Their Gizns, and Cenſures are but needleſs found: 
Srares uſeleſs are for Birds that ſcorn the ground. 


Your youthful My/e deſerves the choiceſt note: 
So Eſſences are from firſt-runnings got. 

Laſt droppings make but Taplaſh, ſuch as mine; 
Your's is the boiling blood & th' /vſty Vize. 

You ſhine like Plaxets (thoſe rich Lords of Light ) 


Out-braving us mean Commorrs of the Nieht. 


Tve ſcribled out my Helicon---, afraid 
The 1/ve in my Arm has drain'd my Head. 
O 4 | Your 
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Your praiſe is, Pexſo--like, on me beſtow d ; 
Old, and decreptt now, that does no good. 

By ſuch advances tho, I keep inſight : 

Thus can the»Msoz: gild ore the gloomy night. 
Fhe Name Þ've wrongly got elſe ſoon will fail; 
Tho Hillocks may ſeem Mountains 1n the Vale. 


——— 


—_—_—_— 


INCONSIDERATE LOVE. 1678. 
Strephon's Arguments to Cexlia,to forſake Touth Wealth, 
and "Temperance, in his Rival, and to accept their 
Extreams in him, To C. B. M. 

J Ove, that i'th' happy Age,a Monarchreignd, 

_, Is now by wealth in golden fetters chad. 
His Altars once to Merit ſacred were, | 
"Till Riches turn'd the World Idolater. 

Hearts now by pairs , are like to Twrtles,ſold ; 
Love, Vowes, and Sacrifice all ruld by Gold. 
Now C#l:a, now's the time to ſhew your worth, 
And from Love's Temple drive the Bankers forth. 
For whilſt you ſeck to marry pelf to pelf, 

You buy a Hzusbard, but you ſell your ſelf. 

Fat ſoils bring Weeds 5” the cleaneſt Corr 1s fonnd 

In leaner F ie/ds, if you well dreſs the ground. 

Tho more of coſt, yet more content is Lad 

To build a Hoxſe, than buy one ready made. 

Phil:p of Spain d1d to no- meanneſs fall, 

From Cloiſter poor to raiſe: th Eſenreal. 

Scorn not poor Strephox : you may be orrecome : 
The thred-bare Garls o're-ran triumphant Roe. 
Surc bonoyr he muſt gain in this hard Fight, 

- Ifhe retreat not, whilſt a Crown's inſight. 


— 
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POEMS. 201 
He need not fear white Wiggs nor downy Chins, 
Who loſe their leaves, - before their fruit begins. 
Yielding your ſelf to ſuch, you muſt decay, 

And mony lend _— your ſelf to play. 

There's no more dang'rous, no more frequent thing, 
Than is a Surfeit of raw Love 1 th' Sprizg. 

When Love to his try'd Stomach muſt ſucceed, 
And, like digeſted meat, new vigours breed. 

Their ravenous Love, with-a&ive motions blown, 
( Like Fire » conſumes whate're it preys upon. 


| His flames yet burns not 3 like ethereal Fire, 
! Whole nature is to laſt and to aſpire. 
{ Days may in Winter be both cool and fairs 


And Fires in coldeſt Seaſons brighteſt are. 


| Lovemay ſometimes ſecm ſleepy 1n his breaſt : ? 
' Souls thus tow'rds Night compoſe themſelves to re 


But wake. more freſh, and with new vigours bleſt. 
Youths burning- Feavers make 'em reſtleſs lye, - _ 
Conſume their loves in vrlent heats, and dye. 


| His Agriſh- heats are temperd well with cold 


Such Loves, like that Diſeaſe, will longeſt hold. 


See now, fair Celia, neither Wealth nor Youth 
Cantrue content ſecure, or vouch for truth. 

In rich and beauteous Meads ſweet Flowers grow 3 
His craggy Rocks have precious Stores below. 
Unpraftis'dYouth may laviſh out Love's ſtore, 
Turn Ba»krupt,and forſake you, being poor. 

His Age will be fo frugal not to waſte | 


That treaſure, but preſerve it to the laſt. | 
No other Rival now ſure dares advance, 


Unleſs that thin-gut-chap- falln Temperance. 
| Altho 


">2o2 POEMS. 
Although-your Empire great as Ceſar's were 
A meager C _ you may Ju fear, 
Abitenions Zealots rain'd England more, 
Than all its jolly Heroes did before. 
O Celia! ne'r to ſuch become a Prey; 
Make ule of fleeting Joys whilſt they will ſtay ; 
Since Life's confined to ſo ſhort a day. 
A right Good-Fel/ow daily whets delight, 
. Returning briskly as to th' Wedding Night. 
hs fed with Lovez as Mer with Oyſters dine 3 
"They cloy, if notdigeſted well with Wize. 
Heightned with mirth, and Sack, he entertains 
His Spoyſe, with various ſorts of pleafing Scenes. 
Wit's requiſite in Love, as in a Play; 
Torecompence thelabour of the Day. 


Theſe Virtues, Cel:a, then in Strephox chuſe; 

And in all others their Extreames refuſe. 

Though he want Wealth, and Texyperence, and Youth, 
Yet he abounds in Merit, Wit, and Truth. 

Or if to wed without thoſe three y'are loth ; 

You have your ſelf enough of them for both. 


The Perfet GENTLEMAN. 1678. 


. Upon the Death of the truly Honourable Gentleman, 
John Howe, E/q3 of Langar i» Nottingham- 
ſhire, ey wal? honoured F —_ 


I Ves having done their parts,the Toxgue muſt ſpeak: 
I, And tholoud fghs havemade mineaccents weak ; 
 Thatbreſtmuſt yield aſound,whoſe heart-ſtrings break. 

JEL, | Their 


| 


: 


v7 


| Yetfann'd by fighsthe flame,now finds a Vent. 
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Their griefs are moſt, whofilently lament : 
Such fires are hotteſtin their Fornace pent;z 


Thoſe ſad reverberating groans that riſe | 
Froth' Caverns of my boſome, change their noiſe, 
And, Eccho-like, diſſolve into a Voice. 


No ſhow rs of tears my ſorrows ftorms can lay 3 
Nor ſighs (thoſe gui?s of grief) blow tears away: 


| My life muſt be one rainy-windy-Day. 


| The Life of Man depends on breath in chief: 
| Chameleon-like, my ſorrows gain relief 
| Fro thi inward air of ſighs, that breath of grief. 


Such ſigns of grief by Nature ſhould be ſent : 
- Since 1 has loſt her choiceſt Ornament , : 


Her Winds in ſighs, Rain ſhould in tears be ſpent. 


| Both Natzre and the Graces here combin'd 


| Allbeautics both of Body and of Mizd; 


{ Perfeftions, ſcatter'd through the World, here joyn'd. 


So curious, ſo proportion'd every part, 


| That neither ſtrength, nor Beauty got the ſtart, 
| Hence Dvrer might have form'd more rules of Art. 


, Thoſe charmi Myſcles that his ſmiles compoy'd, 
| Were like the Net, which Mars and Verzs closd. 


| . Conſult but him—old ſtories did not feign; 


Th' Amazonian Empire prov'd here plain z 
Beauty, and Valowr did together reign. ON 
| Nor - 
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| Nor joyn'd they only inhis outward frame 3 
Their Virtues 1n his Soul too were the ſame : 
Like Lightning bright, but threatning was his flame. 


So working in his Breaſt his Spirits were 3 
Had they been ramm'd in any breaſt but there, 
The weaker Gur had ſhiverd into Air. 


His Body only his great Soul did fit : 
And there alone his Soul could only fit : 
Nature's right Tallies) this, with that did hit. 


His brighter Virtues we cannot unfold ; 
Thoſe that leſs dazling arewe may behold. 3 
'Tis wiſe to favethe very droſs of Gold. 


Whatwe can comprehend, we here but write; 
We gueſs at Pyramids above our ſight, 
And by their Shadows only take their height. 


So true a Patriot -- It was his care 
His Prince's and his Countries love to ſhare; 
No Favozrit, and yet no Poplar. 


So kind a Husband, his fair Lady knew 
Nocarriage, but like that when he did wooe 
All he did then pretend, he fince made true. 


”. So good a Parent, it may raiſe debate, 
Which of his gifts may claimthe higher rate z 
TheirLife, his great Example, or Eſtate. 


. He was the braveſt Foe, thetrueſt Friend, 
| Thatever Love, or anger did pretend 3 
| Both which, with Juſtice, did begin and end. 


To 
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' To all in want' he favours did beſtow; 

' His Charity, like Nz1as, did oretlow; 

| And made theneighb'ing barren Soyls to grow. 


| His Converſation pleaſant was, and good, _ 
| And like to 1ſraels heav'nly Manna prov'd; . 
| To all dilicious, yer ſubſtantial food. 


' Defignd with Juſtice, by all-knowing Fate, 
| To all that Fortune gives both good and great: 
' Rich is the Sfoze, that without foyl is ſet. 


| How ſoon our _ were bury'd-in deſpair ? 
| Thus Fabricks vaſt require no leſſer care, 
' Nor coſt to build, than keep'em in repair. 


Nature's great Gifts he nobly did requite 3 
The Splendors he receiv'd, hemademorebright, 
' His Diamonds paid, as well as borrow'd light. 


| But we have loſt the comfort of his rayes 5 
| This ſudden Cloud our Senſes did amaze: 
' Darkneſs ſeems moſt, after the brighteſt blaze. 


| Let us with ſadneſs his bleſt period view 3 
' Sickneſs and Pains did ſo his Soul purſue 3 
| As Fate would try what agreat heart could do. 


| Too ſoon his lofty Soul did mount the Sky : 
| Spirits too faſt ſublim'd in vapours fly : 
| As richeft men decay, that live too high. 


| Th' eternal ſpark, Heav'n kindled in his breſt, 
| By mortal damps could never be ſuppreſt ; 
But ſoar'd a Phenix from its flaming Neſt. 


So 
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$0 th' ſacred Lamp ( that was the High-Prieſt's care 
Long hid in darkneſs, when exposd to th' Air, , 
Revivd its ſleeping flame, and beamd more fair. 
His Soul ( above the Sun's ) ſcorn'd to ſet low ; 

Its faculties ev'n then did bigger ſhow : 
As Evening ſhadows in dimenſions grow. 


His thoughts were greater, when Death camein ſight, 
In thoſe"approaches to: his lateſt Night. 

H' inlarg'd his Rooms, to let in greater light. 

With ſharpeſt darts the Tyra-t did affail ; 

Againſt his Heart of proof none could prevail 3 

It was ſo guarded with its Native Mail. 

Bold Sceva thus; upon his faithful Shield, 

Receiv'd a Grove of Darts, yet ſcom'd to yield; 
Retiring great as Ceſar from the Field. 
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Prologue to Henry the third of France, at the 
Royal Theatre. By Hart. 1678. 


Ny Dom on, texpet& to day the modiſh' Sport, 

_ Afﬀronting enher City, or the Conrt. 
Our Poet's mannerly, and cautious too, 
And neither will abufe himſelf, or you. 
Faith both are-needlef$ 3 ſince they redone each day, 
By you who judge, and he who writes aPlay. 
The facred thirſt for Bays and Fame is gone; 
And Poetry now turns Extortion, 

| Nay worſe, Stage-Poetry ſeduces more, 
Than Wire, or Women ever did before 
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| Gaind 


' Gain'd by its charms, hither the Wits reſort ; 
' The Stage robs both the Pulpit and the Court. 

| The other Sex too are ſtark rhyming mad, 
'Ev'n from the Dutcheſs, to the Chamber-Maid. 


' Nor do theſe Charms in the North Country fail, 
| But took our Poet both from Hownds and Ale. 


| Where you may ſee the ancient Ergliſh-Trade 3 


| Either in beating France or giving aid. 

' Such Vertue reign'd then in our ſmiles or frowns, 

| Thoſe did defend, as theſe could conquer Crowns. 

| Theſe Miracles were in Eliza's Reign 5 

| Whoſe left-hand France and Hollaxd did ſuſtain 3 

' And whoſe right-hand both baffled Roxwe and Spair.|. 
Whilſt E-glend only could the World fabdue, | 
Nay found a #ew oxe out, and reignd there too | 
Ju 


| His Scenes (ſuch as they are) in France are laid 3 | 


| Judge then what now Great Britanxy may do z 

| Since now her Helz: a greater P:lot guides 5 

| Who has th' advantage of his Sex belides. 

| Tho here our Poet rather would make known 

His Conrtry's Reputation than his own 5 | 

| Yet he may chance by Criticks to be hiſt, 

| As he intrencht'upon the Caſuiſt. 

| Buthe no Comtroverſies ſets on foot 3 

| And thinks it better if none elſe would dot. 

| Nor tells you which Religioz he is on 3  * 

| May be( likemoſt of you.) he is of none. 

| If this prove true, he muſt the States-mrar move ; 

| Then for the Ladies he has Scenes of Love. 

| And here Gallants are gnting Scenes for you 5 
e 


| Nay, here is H»ffing for you HeFors too. 
| | What 


What the pox, Gentlemen, would you have more? 
Y are cloy'd fure with the Arheii? and the Whore. 
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Epilogue (by a Woman) to the ſame Play, ſoon after 
—_ the Royal Theatre was fird. 1678. © 


of very hard, whilſt Fortune was our Foe, 
Y-ou ſhould diflert us for her being ſo. £ 
We were your Favonrites; and none before nk: 
Loſt that Preferment by their being poor.” - Gy 
Small cauſe, that you ſhould with that Whore conſpire 
To ſend us Famine, 'cauſe ſhe'ſent us Fire. | 
The Scenes, compos'd of Oyl and porous Firr, 
Added to th''Ruine of the Theatre, - | 
And 'twas a Judgment, it the Foet's Phraſe, 

That Plays and Play-houſe periſh'd by a Blaze © > 
Caus'd by thoſe' gaudy Scenes that ſpoil good Plays.” 


But why for-this ſhould we forſaken be? 

It was our Hoſe, alas! 'was burnt, not we. 

And yet frani hence might ſome ſuſpicton come, - 
Since 1t firſt kindled 1n'our lowei? Room. 

The Fire did ſeize on all; both Brick: and Wood; 
But we more lucky' were in Fleſh and Blood. 


If we be poor, what then? we're honeſt tho ; 

And that's the thing, we fear, that loſes you. 

If you, Galznts and Ladies, fometimes range | 
Fro'tly other Houſe, it will not ſeem ſo ſtrange; ; 
You know the brisk delightfulneſs of Change, "==. 


Sure 
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Sure you, and they are cloy'dere this : One Howſs 
Muſt needs be dull and tirefom, as one Spoxſe, 


{ Bylong Co-habiting, and Dowry too, 


They claim a Title, and a Right in you. 

Nay worſe ; with Age Hey heighten ſtill their ſenſe, 
Exadting more than due Berevolence, 

In extream need ſuch uſage to purſue, 

Is damn'd Extortion, and ill Manners too. 

Forby this trick you may be half undone ;1; 

If now, when all the M/s are from Town, 

Each Szburb-ſinner ſhould exatt a Crown). 


m— F 4 anc 


_ 


A— 


— 
DE —— 


The HER O. 1678. 
To his Grace, the Duke of Monmouth, &c. 


Hen Wars were rumour'd,or great dangersnear, 
Mars then was ſought, his Temples crouded 


| From, You, great Sir, & fromyour flanring blade, (were. 


Our Eder boaſts her glory, and her aid. 

Not Edez only with your beams you gild 5 

But, like the Su, ſhine upon ev'ry Feld. 

'Tis duty then our Lawrels we ſhould bring, 

As Off rings to the Pow'r that makes 'em ſpring. _ 
They 'mplore, great Sir, your Influence and your Aid3 


| Lawrels themſelves ! of Thunder not afraid 


What Ger'ral ere began with more renown, 
At once to guard the Miter and the Crown ? 
Cherls is our Jove, in's Condu@# bleſt we are 3 
And Monmonth is his Thander-bolt of War. 


ÞP | Wit: | 
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 WWiiineG the Frendh at Myſtricht, who, with ſhame, 
_ Rindled'their Valours at” cect ibs Dame: 2s 
You were the ruling Gerins of the Field; 

Their empty Vers your Sprits only fill'd. 

You taught''em howto, conquer, raisd their Name; 
"Twas you advanc#their Trophies; lent *em_ Fate. 
Which on a brave defigh you didbeſtow 3 

Thar is, to make them fit-to'be your Foe. 


Raisd by your Acts, at higher things they aim; 
To Lollow Monmoub Is A Rag © F ike 
Exrope, at their ſucceſsful Arms amar'd, 

- Look d pale, and all its. trembling Prixces gaz'd. 
On Britain's mighty Mozarch fixt their Eyes, 
Whoſe greater Puiſlarice did more ſurprize. 

For Engliſh-Conqueſts ſwiftly might advance, | 

Since England, more than once, had conquer'd France. | 
- But theri remembring Charles, as juſt, as great,” * 

His-hetp; as their laſt Refuge, they intreat. 


Mons is beſieg'd, and ready to be ta'n; 

Monmouth-being abſent, ' other hopes were vain. 

At your Approach the'Ga//ic Flame expires : 

Thus does'the Sun put out the weaker Fires. 

Your very Name did weary'd Mons releaſe, 

Made the French fly, and truckle' to a Peace. 

Swift as the Lightning, and as piercing too! 

_ thus on's Eagle at the Giants flew. 

ancient Roxxans did ſome fear betray, 

To pinnion ViGory, and force her'ſtay. | 
She, like their conquring Eagle, courts your hand, 
And will kill ſurer, by your Valour manr'd. _ 
< at 
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! Whatere ſhe flies at muſt.your Duarry bez 


Who can reſiſt Mo»month and Vidory ? 


The firy Mars is pow'rful in his Sphears - 

Yet loſes Virtue when-concern'd elſewhere: 

Our Mars a general influence can afford ; ' 
There is his Sphear where-e're-he draws his Sword. 
In ſuch Exploits Ce/ar was never skill'd, | 
Firſt to e France to, conquer, then to yield 
Thus /Eolus with his impetuous Bands, 

Charging the Lybian Deſarts, drives the Sands 
Into a Mountain, which his Trophy ſtands. 


| Till changing ſides, he rallies in the Air 


His Troops, and then commands to found. to War 


| The lofty Pageant tumbles to the Ground, 
| And's Trophy now is in its Ruines found. 


———— 


The MIRROR. 1679. 
Preſented to the Honourable Mrs, Byron. 


'Ood Fortune! now at laſt be fond ; 
And give me that bright Diamond 
O'th' great Mogul: when it appears, 
S$un-like, it routs his leſſer Stars. 
Here Phebxs fixing all his Rays, 


| Made it but one compacted Blaze. 


It is ſo weighty, that it's aid. | 

To be by Ounce, not Carats, weighd. 
As tho to leſſen Pride, 'twas meant 
For Burden, not for Ornament. 


- 
py 


P 2 | Had 


" Had I this Gem (your Merits due) 

It I would ſacrifice 'to/you. 

Pure Incenſe! where no Smoke aſpires, 
Kindling it ſelf with nativefires. 

But now, alas ! I have not time 

To poftto ſo remote a Clime ! 

Nay, when at Agra, or Lahore, 

May be, the ſulle: Emperonr 

Would keep his Diamond, Tle not try ; 
And yet ſpeed better, tho! more nigh. 


Preſents ſhould hold proportion due 
Totlr Perſons they are offer'd to. 
And mine's a Mirrowur darting rayes, 
That Diamonds, and Sur out-blaze. 
The Chryſtal T this Winter choſe 
From drops of Helicon new froze. 

' The Glaſs, I, with ſome Art deſign'd 
With Truth inſtead of Silver lin'd. 
A Lining | that rich Tiſſue ſhames 3 
Brighter than are Meridian beams. 

So heav'nly rich! to make+em ſhine 
It does the Veſ?s of Cherubs line. 


 Beingthus prepar'd, It ſhows to you 


An Obje& worthy of your view : 

Wit, Greatneſs, Virtue, Beauty, Worth, 

- Atoncein glorious Crouds break forth : 
| And from two ſhinjzg Ceſements fly : 

; Like Avgels ſhooting through the See. 
Whoſe Roſie-blood, Dame Nature ſtrains 
= Through Lil Ly-cheeks, amd F:olet-veins. 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe Scarlet, Lancaſter once wore, i 
His Roſe dipt in that precious ſtore, . 3 |. 
Turn'd Red, a Damask-roſe before, } , 
fer whom I faintly hereexpreſs, © 

Your modeſty denies to ghels. 

Untill my Glaſs, being heavnly true, 
Refle&s your ſelf, and ſpeaks it you. 


— 


The HIEROGLIPH IC: 1679. 


iTo the Honourable Mrs. Byron, having pleas d to ſend 
| me curious and ſignificant Draughts of her Ladi- 
ſhips own hand, in way of Hieroglifics, | | 


IR I, like you, my Percil uſe ; 

Or had command of fiacha Myſc ; 

{All other Artiſts Td out-do, 

iBy coming ſomthing near to you. 

But as poor Dreamers oft conceit, ? 

Were they in fortune rich and great, > 

iThey'd live,and ſpend at ſucha rate. } | 

5 had I your Eſtate in Wit, 

iLike you, methinks, Pd manage it. 

Pallas (that charming Goddeſs) ſhe 

| oe ſerve inſtead of Mſe, to me. 
throwd ſhe ſhould een Regert fit, 

And better rule my frothy wit. 

As pow'rful Cyzthia both guides 

Tt unruly Sea, and all her Tides. 


our drops of Ink, likethoſer'th* Spring 
' Both /7olets, Roſes, Lillies, bring, 
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Your Fruit-trees equal Wonders ſhew ; 


Both bear at once and bloſſom too 3 
The Spring and. Autumn's both in you. | 
Your planted Vzes, i'th' infant Stems, | 
Seem to bud forth their bluſhing Gems. 150 
Apelle's ſelf would be miſta'en; W 
Both Birds and He could not refrain. [Hc 
When you, with Grafs, cloath fancy'd fields, [1 
cd thoſe Flocks your Pencil yields, = 
what does greater Wonders ſhow, 
Yaur-1zk's. the M3/k that makes 'em grow. | 
When you draw Birds we wond'ring ſtand, 1 
And' ſwear they fly from out your hand. | 
Here Tyanews Art is gain'd 5 j 
' And we their Voices underſtand. | 
When Pas a pleaſant Rzver limm, - - | 
Your [nk's the Stream where Fiſhes ſwim, | 
Nature's Defe&s you here recruit, 
And Proverbs croſs, they are not mute, | 
Your imitating Percil can 
* Firſt form, and then put Life in Maz. 
Each Shadow, Rib-like can relieve 
Your new-made Adam with an Eve. 
Your Art, more ſtrong than that of Fate, | 
Can liveleſs things ev'n animate. ' Yr | 
Your Trees Dodona's influence ſhare, 
And are, like them, Qracular. 
| Your very Shadows ſet out Light; | 
| What is your Day, if ſuch your Night? | 
” Your Pizdrt 1s not vainly hurl'd ; | 
' Its very Attomes make a World. 
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!You tht Hreroghyphic-Art revive; 
In Egypt dead, in you alive. - 
iThence Learning took it's Re S 

So from theEaf firſt ſhot the Light. -- . 
!What Admiration's then'your due ? | ; 
How much is Art it ſelf oblig.d to you? +" too. > 
{Since Madam you can makeaWorldand itinlighten j 


MERIT Rewarded. 1679. 


[To the Right Honourable: William Lord Byron, wpore © 
the Death of Rich. Lord B. his Father. DETEES 


; Neient. has been the uſe. to mourn 4n- Verſes, - -! i 
And Poets, more than Heralds, grac'd the Here. 
| The facred heat that did their. Breaſts inflame, 

| By Myfes fann'd,. kindled, the breath. of 'Faze, 

| Hence to diviner heights did 'Worth aſpire, 

| And brighter ſhin'd - in the Far'ral Fire. 

To Heroes only did: their Verſe belong; 

| Immortal A&s found an immortal Song. 

| Twas Merit then did only purchaſe Praiſe; 

| Nor could a Crywr. of Gold bribe one of Bays. 

| Your noble Father their choice Skill had try'd; 

| Had he in thoſe days either livd or dyd. 

| And though I am unfit to ſing his Name, 

This Epitaph I facrifice to Fame. 


. The Epitaph. 


| pom Byron Juſtice found ; 
Being four times-2-0wn'd. 
”, = 4 I. From 
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1. From noble Anceſtors did get 
A Coronet. cf © MAELTS'S 

2. Then loyal Yalour-did bequeath - 
A Lawrel wreath. | | 

3. His Suff rings Martyrs glory found / 
With Roſes crown'd. ot: 

4- Nothing can add to bis great Story, I f 
But that of Glory, "EP 
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I ſhall not vainly-mourn his. doom, ; 
Since he dropt fully ripe into his 'Towbr Lo 
Yet loaded more with Glory than with Days, . ' WW 
Hence with my Cypreſs then, and reach me Bayes. 
My Muſe, like xo its Subje&, ſhould be bright, 
And, like to Roman Mourners, clad in White. | 
When firſt his Death was told, her Tears ſhe ſhed; 
| And, like moiſt Lal/ies, droopt her dewy'head.. 
Pearls thus at widnight fall from Lama's eyes, 
- But are again dry'd'up at Sofs uprife. | © 


| Hail then Reſtorer of our Joys! ſbine bright, | | 

* And with thy Cynthia joyn in ſheets of Light. k 

x ur your _ Stock: Thus _— ſa | 
e 2neen of Night joyns with:the King of Day : | 

| And, curtain'd in Eelipſes, there they get | 

| That ſhining Brood*that in the Skzes are ſet. | | 


« 
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ARREMA RS. 1679. 
To the Honourable Mrs. Chaworth. 


O you T have ſuch Rents to pay 3 
In Policy I ſhoutd not ſtay ; 
If from my felt I knew to run away. 


Your _ tho 1s 1n repair 3 


The inward Roozes well furniſht are 3 
The Windows glaz'd, and Roof new thatcht with Hazy. 


Your Tenant clad in Scarlet Veſt, 
| Carouzing Clarret of the beſt . - 
\Within-the Lodging-Chamber of my Break. 


q 
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High fares he with no ll intent ; 
| For ifhe ſtarve,---Youloſe your Rents 
{Since none, but he, can farm the Texemert. 
4 hopes of thriving are decay'd'; 
ire-drawingWitinRhyme'smy Trade; 
And I no ſtore of Byllioz have for aid. 


| Small ſtocks in Country trades may doz 
Ev'n Pedlers there deſerve a view : 
As little Gold beat thin will make a ſhew. 


A ſmmtty Fancy, or bald Jeſt, 
| Profaneneſs m Hobl's Livery dreſt, 
&erve for a Seſſ7or's charge, or Churching-Feafs. 


This will not do in London-Town ; 
Not truſting*without Money down : 
Hence are their vory Lewreats Bankrupts grown. 


Nor 
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Nor ſtrange 5 Times fo expenſive are : 
The Tripos once requir'd lefs care 
| To manage wdl;/ than now a Barbar's Chair. 


To woo a Lad) 'till ſhe's fit,” 
. Needs now more coſt of 'Plot and Wit, 
| Thanformerly to wed, and Children get. 


Sack's influence once infpir'd the brain : 
*'Tis-well if now 1t'can; maintain 
Fit Reparties for the Drawers witty Vein. 


The COR now adrit 
3 More Criticks, than the very Pit ; 
' As prodigal of Treaſon, as of Wit. 


Beſides all theſe expenſive ways ; 
Tlaviſht out, and writ two Playes ; 
Catching at Hope, I nothing got but Bayes. 


Into the Country quite undone, 
My Miſe and }, both Bazkrupts, run : 
Like wandring Exther, with his bare-foot Nur. 


bY — 


The R E'N T que. Far. 1. 1679. 
| To the ſame. 


| | Aﬀt years-expence- has made me frugal grown : 
A 'B Your Rent Tfavd, altho ſo long in own. 
Wit is not current-now 5 the-humou'rs hot 
I th' Town, 'to talk of nothing but the Plox. 
\- No Agea greater wonder hath reveal'd ; 
The more difcoverd *tis, 'tis more conceal'd. 


Thus 


Thus ſome late Poets of their Phebas writes 

fis Highneſs hidden. is by too much light. 

Jut leſt my diffrent fate (anobſcure name ) 
ould prejudice the title of your Clair 3 
have ſurvey'd th' Eſtate, and Cottage too, 
this ſhort Draxght I here preſent to you. 


ree Storyes high, upon an Arch 'tis plac'd; 

wo Windows in the Front with Chryſtal glazd; 

double Door ; the Leaves of Coral made, 

hich to the Houſe, 'twixt Rayls of Pearls convey'd 
\ ſupple Porter in his Lodge does wait 
To welcome every Greſt that paſs'd the Gate, 
On either ſide the Door, two Spots of Snow z 
Diſcolour'd now, where Roſes once did grow. 
[Iwo Tannels to convey the thickend Wind, 
Rais'd by the heat, not yet toflame refined. 
{0f Bozes, the Roof did like a Cypo ſhow 3 
Thatcht o're with Straw that on the Soy! did grow. 
Worn thin with time 3 to keep out Wind andRain, 
The Cxps warmly coated is again. 
The bony frame Aawb'd with a mud-wall caſe, 
|Refin'd by th' Fornace of its native place. 
[The lower Roomes mean Offices contain, 
/And cleanly kept, through which the Kerrels drayn. 


[ the ſecond Story, Places choicely dreſt ;-- 
And firſt, the Preſence-Chamber, where does reſt, 
- {ln fitting ſtate, the Monarch of the breaſt. - 
[The Dining-Room, where Vemtidud#s are ſet 
To bring refreſhments for exceſſive heat. 
And Stoves ( which wiſeſt Nature there did frame, 
Like Veſtal-hearths.) to ſave the dying flame. 
A ſacred 
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A ſacred Fount does in the Center riſe, - 
Rich as the Spring that water d Paradiſe. 
Th' Egyptian 2neen who quaft a Kingdom up, 
Infufing Pearls into her wanton Cup'3 = 

The Draughts compar, ours have by far the odds ; 
This was the Ne#ar of the Demy Gods. 
And looks as tho that bluſhing Zxeez of Genms 
(The Ruby) were diſloly'd into theſe Streams. 
Hence Princes are in this rich Colour dreſt ; 


Since Life it ſelf ſhines in a Scarlet-Veſ?, 


And now am I to the third Story come 3 

The higheſt, and, alas, the weakeſt Room ! 
That once Experience would but croſs the Jeſt; 
And prove the higheſt Chamber furniſht beſt. 
For K owledze (N; | 

And Judgment, her moſt truſty Conncelloxr. 
Invention, Memory, and Wit, ſhould ſtay 3 
And all their Treaſures in this Twrrit lay. 

But for fuch Gueſts I have no fitting Room 3 
Or if I had, I've no ſuch Gueſts to come. 


% 


- If you vouchfafe iz, You muſt fromyour ſtore 


(Like Prizces ) ſend your Furniture before. 


Tve here defign'd a Dranght with little coſt, 
To ſtand a Land-mark , leſt your Claims be loſt. 
And mighty Purchaſers, for want of heed, 
; Off leave out petty Parcels in the Deed. 
When Alexander $a the Eaſt ſubdue, 
: (And heno Congrour was, compar to you.) 
> Amidſt his many Trophies of renown, 
 Summing the Audit, he had loſt a Crows. 
| | The 
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ature's guide) ſhould quarter there, 
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The PROROGATION. 1679, ' 


To the Honoured Sir Scroop Howe, Knight of | | 
the Shire fom-Nottingham-ſhire. F. 


_ good from Prorogations come 3 
Since, worthy Sir, they ſend you home. 

We Conntry-men did want you more, 
Than did the Coxrtzers heretofore. 

Your preſence will advance our fates, 

As much as it has their Eſtates, 

Be kind to us, and no more give 5 

They ſuffer you at home to live. 


Love is not only here more true 5 

But it 1s alſo ſaftr too. | 

P tle bargain they are much miſta'ne, 

Who pay for pleaſure and buy pain. 

No Popiſh Plots difturb our Nights 3 wy” 
| Weſleep, or wake to ſafedelights. oe 

They ſurely find a dreadful ſtate, - 

Who burning fear from Love or Hate. - 
Nao ſawcy Politicks we read; _ +: 
Nor ſhoot our bolts who ſhall ſucceed. 4 


To Law, and Goſpel we refer it; 

Let them decide who muſt inherit. 

Who, without theſe, thinks of the Crows ; 
* We need not fight, nor pray him down. 
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We here hate nothi ng but the Frezch, 
Their Wire, their Worſbip, and their Wench. | 
; ; Welcom, 
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Welcome, dear-Sir, to your true Friends 3 
Who love you only for your ends. 

For your own worth'you are defird ; 

By all, but by yourſelf Mmir'd. 

Nay, you are loy'd by more men here, 
Than you, or I, Iovd Womer there, 


oe —_ —_— - _—_ 
— 
a... » 


The WELCOME. | 
To the right Honourable the Lady Anne Howe, 


| TY archeſt Cheats to London get, \ 
Yet London is thearcheſt Cheat. © 
Moſt there Y th' gertle-craft combine 3 
Both Courtier, Lawyer, and Divine. 
Methinks, their arrogance 1s odd, + 
To rob both Kg, the Law, and God. 
London | repent for what is paſt; 
Thou mak'ſt us'fair amends at laſt. 
You, Madam, and your health' repay 
All Treaſures, it ere took away. 
For all the milli5ns we have laſt 
Wee here get Damages and Coft. 
Your preſence will decay its ſtore 5 
And we ſhall now complain no more. 
Then fit Returns muft needs be ſought, 
For all theſe bleſſings you haye brought. K 
Our ſervices, our 'pray'rs, and we, | 
Long ſince were'your propriety. 
' And tho all theſe belong to you. 3 } 
Here we preſent *ctm to your view, i \C 
Their claim of int'reſt to renew. an 
en 
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Then, Madam, you can never fal 
: Of hearty welcomes from the Vale,z, 

' The zoble houſe from whence.you came, 

| Vouchſafing Honour, and its Name. 

Our Joy (that; health oth Soul) we give 

For th' health of Body, you receive. 

But we have better things than theſe, 

| More worthy you, and 4 to pleaſe. 

To make this bold affertion good 3 

Behold th' Elixirs of your blood. 

| Fair tranſcripts of your noble mind 3 

| Rich proofs Sir Scroop and you are kind. . 

' Sure-vouchers of a future blifs 5 

| Hopes of the next Age, Joyes of this. [15712 
| May Sons and Daughters live t inherit 

; Both Father's and the Mother's Spirit. 


| Love then may Jaltly Trophies build 5 ) 
ure 


| 


| For they will ſurely win the Feld, 
| When all, both Mer and Womer yield 


"2 


BEAUTIES MONARCHY. 1679. 


To the Honourable Mr. Briget Noe], 
vouchſafing a Favour. 


Erſe, without truth, isa dark Day ; 
| Where peeping glimpſes play, 
Without the favour of one ſhining ray. 


When Poets leave fictitious Dreams 3 
Apallo gilds their Themes, 
Smuling upon 'em with auſpicious beams, 
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224 POEMS. 
Accoutred thus, He courts your fight ; 
And you refle& his light : 
Like poliſht Chryſtals making it more bright. 
The treaſures of his blazing Mime 
All obje&ts ele refine 3 _, | | 
'Your Ezes alone gild o're-his' Silver ſhine. 


'Tisyou out-influence the Sy 3 
His Charter is out-done ; _ 
You make me Poet, who before were none. 


The Statue'thus that Menon made, ao” 
Was filent in the ſhade-:* + | 


Struck with the Sw-beams vocal Myſich play'd. | 
No greater'Treaſon can their be, 


| Than your own modeſty 6/1 
Refuſing Qniverſal Monarchy. Fo 


Apollo with his Troops tho ſtands, 
Like the Pretoriax Bands, 
Forcing the Expire oh unwilling hands. 
Inthron'd you fit on: gloriows. blaze; 
Diſdaining Lawrels, Bayes , 
Glories incirc'ling you of your own Rayes. 


Dazled to death by your fierce Beams, | 
: We but refine our Fames : | 
Like Martyrs glorying in the purging Flames. 


But if your pitty cool. your Eye, 
; And will not let us dye. . + - 
Like Confefors, our Faith wee'l not deny. nn” 
1 
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With Roſes, wg Ifhall bec Crown #44 
Tho Bayes cannot, be. found ; 


| Living, or Dynge, your Rewards abound. 


I muſt be juſt, tho T agi vain 
My Conſcience bears no ſtain! 


Though zeal;*for you, makes me a Paritatt. 


With all Devotion Tonk 
Beauty, than Goodneſs. Leſs; 
Yet yours ſo grear, it would af Aral bleſs. 


Your goodneſs tho muſt greater be 5 
Too large for Quantity ; 
Since, oh, it did vouchſate tothink of me! 


Gifts thenare duly entertain'd; 
And-1-a-right 0 ſtand 5 


| When we regard-the Perſonziwhenceth' are gaind, 


ankera Bots richer fate ; 
| $nce you confer om and Eſtate 


In our Inferiours, Bribes they are 3 
To gain, a better ſhare: 
As ſome for. Righes , barterbxeath 1 Tl Pray r. 


When from out Equals they are ſent 5 © - 
They are but favours lent | 
By Terarits tobe ſtopt i the next Rent. 


S ck rae themeaneſt thing, 
Not gifts,:but horowrs: bring : | 
Aswhena Knighthood ts vouchſat'd by th' A /7g. 


Yours, Madam, goes a higher rate, i 


Oreat 
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Greater acknowledgrments are dues | 

| I owe my {If to yrs 
For you both grac d, inrich'd, and! beſt: me' too. 
| Bleſt I mt bes for whilt I rates. 
The virtues of your ſtate, I v1] 
| The World may. fall in love, and 1 imizane. 
; Inſpir'd thus with, a ſacred rage,. , 
To be your Poet I ingages = 
Then whilſt I ſing your praifes right, | 
| The World will be converted by't, © © | 
. AndI the Apoſtle of this Heathiauh: __ 4) 


> enema 


# 


TRUE NOBILITY. 1679... 


_ the Death of the Rzaht Honourable ohn 
| Earb of Rutland, &4cyii! J | 


—————_— 


Hat little God within, the l wvje rr park ain (ſhine ; 
Which does, i'thBogy, 

Whoſe inflience here FO Eo up x age; , 

And, after Death, ,reviyes-us. VS 0 

Whoſe if prightly ſalt, peel 064s So 

In all its Parts;,'twould ', | CI 


Which, whilſt incarnate, /is exattly 50 - 
For Scarlet both keeps/warut, and/lmeg:the Feit, 
It is the $7 that nin theſe  Diamondibright; 


- Dark drops! till he has lin'd*em through-with light.- / 


| How vainly we employ our ſenſual Eyes, ib. 
When we the beanties of the, Zody'prize ?- KS 
- Uſeleſs the Lanthorn 1s, and'dark 26/7 

When Deat#'s cold blaſt _ out choremtous Light: 
1 


rough the W mndaws, 
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| Built with Myd-wzls of Fleſh, and thatcht with Haze. 
But when the 'Te-anr's gone; 'tis ruir'd quite: 
And who can ſtay Death's eold and dark{otie Night; 
When Fire's extinguiſh, and put out the Light ? 
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Whilſt tenarited, the Horſe i8/irt repair, - 


Yet ruin'd Temples ſtill command our care, 

And Stones, thar made the Altar, ſacred are. ' 

For cornimor uſe they ſtiould nor be profan'd, 
But in ſome choice Repoſitary ſtand 5 | * 

Till by ſome pious refoſution bleſt, 
Once more they're fitted for the former Guei?. 


Great Rntland's Relicks tray tnore rey'rence claim, 


' Than ever yet from Syperitztion came. 
| And 'tis but juſt--that we'to Altars ran, - 


3 
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Whence Bleſſings came, and Miracles were done, 

What could frotni Mannors leſs expedited be';/ 

Sprung from Fourth Edward's Royal Progenie ? 
reat Tork to plant his Roſes here thought good, 

Painting their Sow with drops of Marmor's blood; 

But leaſt th'advantages of ſo much coſt, 

Should in thoſe aznre Labyrinths be loſt 5 

A glorious Mark eighth Henry did beſtow 3 

That fature Ag&'might the honour know. 

No greater fayonit cond the fame advance 

Grac'd with the 4r1t5 of Ereland, and of France. 


But I diſturb his D»## with theſe bald Rhymes ! 


| Daft wherrintert'd, Beſs ceaſe their jangling Chinies; 
| Yet Love, Refpe&, and Trwth; fo fan my fire; 


And' Som their flowing ſtores my breaſt inſpire; | 
tr ved Q.2 b, That 
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That like the Prophet, they ſupply'my Muſe ; 
(That needy Widdow) with a ſpringing Cruſe. j1 
" My Standiſþdreyn'd, the Forntair bubbles {till ; 
 * The fruitful SubjeCt thrives upon my 2u1ll. 
| © When other ſtrengths, before their time, are ſpent : 
As Roſes, by long Tuning, loſe their ſcent. 


<b52%; 
ll... = 


1 


| True heats of Zeal did in. his A@ions glow ; | 
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A warmth, that'frozen. Age does ſeldom know : 

And yet his Spring was hot, for all his Szow. 

Thus Fires © th' Altar, that from Heav's: firſt came, 
For many apes did preſerve the flame. 

His chearful looks did repreſent his mind ; 

Through chryſtal of his Eyes his cardowr ſhin'd. 
Tranſparent were his thoughts, his virtues known: 
Through T ages (treams,the golden Sazds were ſhown. 
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His Char ity fell hke the Morning Dew, 

As beneficial; and as conſtant too. | 

His pray'rs to Heav'n, from Heav'n did bleſſings gain : * 
As Vapours, ſent from Earth, deſcend in rain. | 


This was the bleſſed Circle he did frames 

So wet his Soul to Hear, from whence it came. 
T he tow'ring Falkoz thus her (elf does skre w  ;; 
In wiry Rings, till almoſt loſt to view | ? 
T2 n.perches on that Hand whence firſt ſhe flew. 5 
Whilſt daily crouds his lib'ral Alzzs did gain, | 
How gtorious he appear'd withſnch a {rain? - 

| Far more than thoſe oftentuous Pops now, ſhown 5, | 

Begging the Conntrey, ro 1nrich the Town, 4 

| Whoſe 
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| Whoſe Goodneſs, like their Greatneſs, is mere ſhow ; ' 
: Like Winds,\whoſe Being's only while they blow. 

| Their Names aredoſt in the deep calm of death; 

| And, Vapour-like, their fame fades with their breath, 


| Had I a Wreath of Bayes, Id lay it down 1 

And Cypreſs ſhould my Mzxſes temples crown, 
She, and her Siſters leave to boaſt rhcip pride 

| In their extra&ion, by the Fathers-ſide; 

| Lay by their Veſts, ſpunof the Morning Rayes, 

| And trimm'd with Mid-day-beams,like golden lace ; 
| Courting their Aunt,(the 2 xeer of Night) to gain 

| Mourning, of that ſame ſtutt did make her Tram. 

| Accouter'd thus in fitting ſtate ſh'appears z 

| Fenſive as Midnight, all Bedew'd with tears, 
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NEW LIBANUS. 1679. 


To the Right Honourable Catharine Counteſs of Rut- 
| land; Upon the Bleſſings brought to that ( well- 
| near-extinguiſht Family) by Her ſelf and Honou- 
rable Iſſue. 


Honour'd Madam, - 
' TF Im ore-bold, Zeal makes the errour leſs ;r 
| For Zezt is but Devotion 1n exceſs. 
| If it more forward preſt than you requir'd, 
| Tis my SoruPs warmth by agitation fir'd, 
Such Zeal, and true Devotior, are the fame; 
| Or only differ, as do Heat, and Flame; 
That cheriſhes it ſelf ; but Zeal incites 


The World, to imitate its blazing lights. 
| Q 3 Praiſe s 
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Praiſes to ſing, and Powers to admire, 
Are the chicft Deſcants of the heau'nly yire, 


"Tis fame enough, that 1 have led the way, 

And tun'd the Strings for skilful hands to play. 
They may advance th' inventions of my Muſe : 
As r Func improve with time, and uſe. 

In primitive Profeſſors, all confeſs 

Their Zeal devonter, tho their Knowledge leſs, 
By no Divini#y miſpird, but you ; 

I arp your Poet, and your Prophet too. 

Rare Subjc& ! where all Poetry may ſtrains 

And never be aſperſt, that it does feign. 

Where Fancy moſt exalted, ſeems to 

Plain Demonſtration, and true Hiſtory. 

Tt eafie is for Prophets to divine 3 

When bleſlings clearly through your Actions ſhine. 
Bright 1/ze, from ſuch Springs as ſurely fireams, 
As Sor and Lune propagate their beams. 


Belvoir's an Orb (o great, Both there unite 5 

And thence your Infart-Stars derive their Light. 

As glorious, and as —_— may they prove 3 
Thoſe hopeful ProduFs of your mutual Jove. 
Great-Rutland, with theſe Proſpe&#s clogd his Eyes3 
And joyfull, like prophetick Jacob, dyes. 


How ſhould we celebrate your precious Wombe 3 
That this Age bleſſes, and the next to.come ? 
Paſt Ages fitting recompences fqund 3 

Bellies of fruitfyl Princeſſss were crown'd. 


O! that 
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Fruitful as. flowing Nilus, that ne'r ſwells, - 
But future bleflings to its Conrtry tells. 
Like Giaeo#'s Fleece, drencht with Celeſtial dew 3 
Whilſt tears are all the Moiſture others knew. 
By friendly Fate, your happy Lord'; allow'd 
o meet a Jano in a fruitful Cloxd. 
Fruirful as thoſe r th' Spring when bleſſings pours, 
Upon the Earth, and S:lver melts in ſhow rs. 


Nor are your poor, by theſe expences grown 3 
No more, than mid-day-beams exhauſt the Sr. 
What iſſues from your Orb-adds to your ſhine : 

As fragrant Bloſſoms crown the Geſſamine. 

You, by thoſe dear refleftions, are more bright : 
So Stars ( thoſe ſeeds & tb San ) rob not his Fake. 
Nay you are fairer, as more happy found : | 
Some Seeds there are improve the Mother-Ground. 


You, than the Fowrdreſs, I ſhould more have praisd, 
Since you uphold the Fabrick that ſhe rais'd. 

She, like Pigmalion did the Image give 3 

But you the Goddeſs are that makes it"live. 
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! O | that your Royal Name-ſake could but ſet 

: A Crown as fare, as you'a Coronet | 

| \Ygur preguant. $021, rich as-are Indian Beds ; 
{ Where one yg blows, ſoon as another ſheds. 


Co 
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A SES. h Poem ; bei "10/8 falne dran af that moſt | 
noble Edifice, with ſome Chara@ers of the” late Noble 
Fonrder, Owners, and their Matches. 


The DEDICATION. 


Tothe Right F- Tonourable Jo. ail of 
Rutland, @c. _ | 1 


HE greate Fr Orator, and Stateſman ſaid 4 7-ic- | þ 
( May be'the oreateſt ever "Nature made, 


Where grace defign'd no aid ) © 
That if a heavenly Greft confin'd below, 
' Mighrnone © th” ſhining wonders ſhow 3 
The fetring {ſecret wonld corrode his mind,- | 
, Viper-like, a paſſage find : t 


So FEB oO ” th Vorders that in Belvoir are, | 
And Belvoir (elf I muſt declare! j 
Tho my De/eription hrs nor 'equal grace, 
Unworthy of the Place 3 | 
t may perform its truſt, 
Arid ſebve tokeep away Time's duſt, 
By cloſing it within this Fapreegs 


Such dranghts of Poetry let none reject : 5 
FE arcy 1s no vain Archited ; h 
3Build:yg cannot make it poor 5 | ( 

Ot {bining 2zarrys tt has ſtore, | 
” Apollo makes, and then refines | 
Its unexhauſted golden Mines, | 
 Untili the Treajury runs Ore, | | 
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| Kings in mighty aCtions 'skill'd 3 | 
And their ms map filed, 
' Then. fit they 
 Valſt'ſtatdy Pie: to rear |! 
| Yet Poets can more laſting StruFures build. 


| Armida's Caſtle will make good the boaſt, 
1 Founded on poor Tafſ#'s coſt. 
1 Our rambling Braves advance 
The empty gayeties of Fraxce - 
| And yet the Lowvre 1s not equal ſeen, 
To th' Pallace of our Fairy 
[# amd vaſtEſcurial 1s0're-whelnvd ith 
When we Sohs glorious Pallace ara 
Whoſe beauties man__ in their prime, 
| Tho built by Ovid in us time / 
A Paper-builling! but his T5 well temper'dall the Lime. 


My Lord, I'm none of thoſe, 
Who are ſo vainto think 
| ThatPerſe, with all its Rhyming clink 
| Hides folly more than Proſe. = 
Embroider d Coatsmay makeone brave; | 
But neither hidea Fool- or Knave, ' 
For gawdy trappings did expoſe 
| Bp E: p's proud Aſs both to contempt and blows. 
And yet we muſt confetfs 
| Dull. proſe or Ruſtick dreſs 
| Conceals not ignorance nor makes it leſs. 
Witneſs our worſer times ; 
| Paul's oratory ſufferd loſs, 
many an idle Gloſs : 
As Davids x br by Hopkin's Rhymes, 
= It 
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It matters not /how we our thoughts 
Whether in-Proſe or Verſe.: | 
So we tranſcribe but right and fair, 
What Copies of our Minds declare. 
Honeſt Intents 
Make Love and Truth their choiceft Ornaments. 


In theſe laſt days 
The Soxl.of Wit decays! 
'Weaker its Efforts are ſeen ; 
As is obſerved of: the Poets Bayes ; 
They are leſs fruitful and leſs green. 
'Tis the World's Dotagez we grow 
Leſs good, leſs healthy, and leſs witty too. 
If Fate conld any thing contrive 
To croſs this Rwle that is too true; 
This Theme would Poetry revive, 
And make my Famxcy brisk, and ſtrong, and new. 
Such as great Virg;h, Lucan, Horace writ, 
(Thoſe Triumwvirs of Wit!) 
That truumph'd over Ignorance; 
And by their Choice, not Chance, 
An Empire raisd ; to which all Poets bow, 
From their days, evn till now, 
And never Kebel did againſt their Laws advance. 


Their ſtrengths of Thought were great 3 
Aided by caleſtial heat. 
Their Brains were warm'd with praiſe, 
Mecena's Favours, and freſh Wreaths of Bayes. 
Their Heads were heated Stills ; 
And Spirits dropt from Noſes of their Rui#-, 


But 


{ Bur in. theſe cooler days, | 
| (And Winter Evenings, ah! are cold!) 
; The froſty humour of the Age benums 
| Our Brains, hence nothing flows hut Rhewass 3 
[Thin ſickly Produ#s of negleted Wit. 
 !- For now rewards of Gold + 

Are hard to get, 
| As that rare Stone that Chymiſts ſay produces it. 
'  Whocan avoid Deſpair and Rage, 
| Tafſke 

Ceſar, Mecenas, Poetry, 

Confined to one Age ? 
The two. choice Bleflings from above, 
''F Are Wit and Love. : 
Love gains all Empire, makes the World ſubmit; 
Wit is chie —_— to govern it. 

Yet both theſe mighty things decay, 

And, if negleRted, will not ſtay : 
: They bring all Bleſſings from above. 
| This, this, methinks, ſhould great and rich men move. 
| Without Reward, farewel both Wit and Love. 


But ſtay! 

Before mine go away, 
Ill give one ſtruggle more, 
| If I expixe, . | 
| My Theme can, oo ſtrong Cordials, reſtore 

My waſting Wit, 
| And cheriſh it; 
[ As Spirits numb'd recruit with fire. 
| Thus Priei7s when they did Oracles. record; 
| Thoſe Pow'rs inſpir'd, which, they themſelves _— 
» | 0 


a -— FG eo .* 


7. 
F-1 
0 


%L ” ts. : eg : 
di - « 
+ 


POEMS. 
To the Reader of the following Poem, 


Avonr T ſhall not hawk to gain; 
The 2rarry is already ta'n. 
For all that can be done or ſaid, 
1 largely am before-hand paid. 
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. . - The Fetws thus is paid th' Womb 


For all its Services to come. 
My Duty then thou ſhould'ſt not blame, | 
Nor that this Smoak atteſts my Flame. | 4 
Enthuſiaſts cannot Pleaſures own, 
Until{they make their Viſions known. 
St. Paul himfelf was not content 
Till he had publiſh'd where he went. 
Heav'ns' glory to the World appears, 
Printed m golden Characters. 
This Szbje& ought to have been writ 
From ſuch a ſhining Alphabet | 
The Pex made of a pointed Ray, | 
Shook from the goldee Wing of Day. | 
Yet ſhining Works upon dark ground | 
Will more apparently be found : 
Eclipſes ſo make Gazers ran © | 
To look upon the-darkned Sun; | 
And yet behind the Cloud he's bright, 
Ne're lefſen'd in his proper Light. F 
However I the Story tell,” 
Since pleas'd I have, I have done well. 
An Archite@ ſhould chiefly tr | 
1 Eye, . 


a 
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—-4 


To pleaſe the Owner's Mind an 
But others only by the Bye. 
Yet 
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; Yet, Reader, if thou favour grant, | 
ml _— what I do not want. 

| It 'mongſt my a Stores I'll Iay 

| For R oy in a ſtormy day. 

| AClakin Summer. 1s not vain, 

| Since Sun-ſhine days may end in Rain. 


BELVOIR. 


4 Pindaric Poem, or 4 faint Draught of thet flately 
Fabricks, with ſome ſhort Charaers of the Noble 
* Founders, Owners, with their Alliances. 1679. . 


Muſt not be 
A Schiſmatick in Poetry 
Conform I will, and follow th' mode ; 
q + ty Pegaſ#s ſhall amble 1n the beaten Road. 
Thou, noble Lord, ſhalt be 
Mecenas and Apollo too to me. 
| O that I could a Virgil be to thee! 
Vouchſafe that I may chuſe 
; Thy fair and vertuous Lady to my Myſe. 
| And ifat want of number ſome repine 5 
| Rapt with Poetick Fury, I divine 
Your Fervours ſhall not reſt, ; 
Tull bleſt oof 
| With infant Muſes to make up the Nine. : 
Let Belvozr be 
Parnaſſus then to me. 
At the foot of this bright Monntaiv. 
Springs a ſacred Fountain; Treats 
V-roi 
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Whoſe ſpacious Veins continually ran 
With precious liquor, & Heliron ; 
By which Jove's NeSar 1s ott-done. 
Each Brtt's a pregnant Womb' of Wit, 


Where Poetry hes in the Embrio yet: | 
- Oh, for the Butler trow to orideife it! y 


_..- Imperial Mount! we maſt allow | 
Another Crowy, beſides the Cafble, to thy brow. [ 
Thy beauty, ſtrength, and ſtate, 


+ Are ſo incompatably' great, -  - W 
That Tre wy 4; oh tel, 
-\ *Tis pity, as it isimpoſſible, - *-- | | 
That thou ſhouldſt yield to Fate. Tt 
It cannot then a Superſtition be,” Or 
To ſay to thee, | 
Iluftrions Bebooir, hail? + | 01 
Thou Honvtrgivſt, and Titfeto a Vale | 
More pleaſant, more rich, tharr that of Theſſaly. by 
Thoſe Stairs, by which we to the Caitk mount, 
We juſtly wy account 
Conductive t& more'Glory;,- | 
Than ever yet'was read mm S$tory's T 


Unleſs the Patriarel/s: Ladder ſtep between 5 ; 
And yet that only ih'a Dream was ſetn. - | 
Look! how the zeighb ring Hill therefwells with pride, . be 


Becanfe it: found the Grace, | 
To have its place - '-- +++ KITE 0 
| Next to the Momaveh-mointuines fide. | 
With ſev'ral Shades:of Greer tis quilted ofre; + 1/1 | \ 
And checker d/with delightfut flore”- | | Ps. þ 


Of various Ffowers, DARE 
The Off-ſprings of freſh Aprif Showers. 
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Too much rlenze voy be feen, The Hill 


To obſerve the Handmaid,&neglet the Breen, hs 
The Atlas of our hope! LScncfjiitle Gy Foe og 
| {A World of Beauties and of Glories' too/;] eng 
| Orir more likely may appear 
; Olympus to our view. © 
| Where Jove and Juno ſit inthron'd 5 
With lefler Deities incompaſt roand. 
No Mountain ever nobler crown'd ! 
| This Caflle has more i; 4m grid, 
[Than to be founded on a Fill of 
On barren Rocks, ' whoſe Precipices frig 
| The Gazer from his wiſh'd 
Other mean Hil ſonitdel; picable-Trr.7rfhow, 
| Eike Warts apon a Brow. | 
| Some like O/ſarers are ſeen; | | 
| Tho m—_ cloattrd, yet richly chad: within. 
| th Sand ( plain Ruffet!) _ 
Or, what's as bad; 
A graſs-green eff, bat {6 thred-bare, 
That Earth (the naked —_ o'th* Monntain)does appear. 
| Within'tis HT ny - may —_ and bright; 
: But, like the-Sun- at ni 
. Blow our Heneiſphere, thoir Beams are out of light. 


Our Atlas looks not ſhabbily and bares 
His Arms; Thighs, Legs, all cover'd are 

With a rich maztle of eternal Green, 

As in the other Paradiſe was ſeen. 


1J Our 
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Our —_— Vv land brave'5 54 
With Nature's. AVE. | 
Cornice, and yes 
Of ever. and Trees 5 | 
| £ Whoſe fuizincice thy ; 
% 0 hope; not Ca rar, *"M WEB EANETY! 
When Flora is 1th! midft of all her pride; 
And all the Trees -loath'd on the. pans fide 5 
How pleaſant”tis to-ſee them 
Each ſort.in an alternate row 77 
Fo fee them imuate.,. EY 6h 
The World's. unequal 1 fie > 
Some Heads, than others feet, ' MOre low: 5 


And yer they Ll 
And ſometimes are as Mo and a; Fuitful too. 
The Bayes and: Lawrels.con the Moumtaiz's brow, 
Make a moſt noble-ſhow... + 
With Congquerours, and Heroe's Wreaths 'tis crown d,. | 
As fits a Mountain above all retownd. | 
'Then:on, the-top,are ſeen | 
The lovely Walks, and ſtately Bowling green 5 
Even on thetops of Trees, 
Like to the DP of. ja _ 
In her. great on, ' 
 No-greater wonders could be ſhown. 
- Our Tar too We. can. play 5 
As bright, and glorious as an Eaſtern. day. 
y Glorie.? ! that never ſhadows know; 
And look, with ſcorn, onCloudsbelow 1: 
Our Mountain outwardly 18fine 3+. .-- 
Irs Treaſures PP the NE: does ſhine. 


Tt 
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| It is an everlaſting Eft, 
Where abrightSun has builr her neſt. 
Rich Vale! thy truitfulneſs exceeds all ſenſe; 


| Bleſt with a double influence. 7 


Thou muſt with plenty flows 


Inrichtby one bright Sun above, ane this below. 


Who ever views in ſtarry Night, * 


|  _ Theheaynly Champaign fair and widez * 


_ 
l 


With cloudy furrows plow'd on every fide, {;, 
And ſown withglittring ſceds of light. * 
If he ſurvey the fruitful field, | 
And ſhining Crop around, 
To tell how many Bufhels it may yield ; 
Numberlefs they will be found, 
Hee'll find: th' attempt more vain 
Than to tell Sands,or drops o'th' Ocean. 
For whilſt, through ſearching Twbe he pries, 
To count the many golden: Eyes, 
That grace great Jxzo's azure Trayn ; 


| (For Poetsof her Bird did ſtories feign, Skies) 


Thoſe thouſand Eyes were Stars, her Ground the 


| The more he looks, the more the number multiplies. 


So Belvoir's wonders to diſplay, 
Is to count Attomes on a Sun-ſhine day ; 


M Leſs numerous than they. 


| The glorious Sunat Noon, 


When-1u1 his flaming Throne he ſtands; 
| You may as ſoon £ 

Scrapeup his ſhining Treaſures,that arehurld 

About the World, on 


And hold 'em in your hand, > 
| R | His -.. 
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His vaſt Revenues, take'\not pooe* #01 | 

The Comntry, but increaſe its ſtore: i- 2 
So Vapours paid toth*Sunfromevery ground,” 

Purſt in a Cloud ; whenth' Seaſon's fit 


bn boy pond To] | 
Then down the Liqnid Sitver pours 7 
In fruitful ſhowers; 
And payes with intereſt the fields around. | 
Here' you tay fee dr oy 
The ancient Exgh/b Hoſpirati 5 | 
Where all their Neighbours ſeem oth Family. 
Here, like the Patriarch's feaſts, + 
Half of the World are Gueſts, 
And fo ogy aun is the care, 
An equal plenty they prepare ; 
The Tables hdd Se RA Hhoicoſt meats; . 
And beautifi'd with delicates ; 
Impoveriſh'd is the Sea, the Earth, the Air. 


Look at that ſtately, and yet eafie pride - | 
O'th' ſpatious $1ir-caſs, light as day | 
Yet caſie to aſcend,;as down to hide. 
Bleſt fate! if erring mortals may | 
© Find Heavn's High-way, = 
- © But half fo mide! A05%L | 
| The road to bliſs; | 
Since both the left fide, and the right, | 
Surely does guide, and kindly does invite | 
== *To Paradiſe. LOST 
Wherevernow I caſt mine Eye, 
Such lively PiFures I eſpy 3; 
Methinks, the old Wifes tale is not a Lye. 


Ll TEN 
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This ſeems the Gyart's Caſtle, where " - 2 
He ferz'd on all thatdid appear; | 
And being cruel, being ſtrong, "5 | 

| His living G=eſts upon the Wa; he hang. 
' Obſerve thoſe coſtly Hangings there; 
' How lively.in their colours they appear : 
The Spring is in the Chambers all the year | 

The Gardens above Stairs are ſeen 3 
The Lilies, Roſes, Violets and Graſs, 

Flouriſhing in their native place, 
Are not {6 white, ſo red, fo blew, ſo gre cn. 
Thoſe Images 1'th' Tapeſtry then note, A 

There's Bigal got upon his Nag, names. 

Sir Charles, Tantarra, Bentley, Crag, 

Has each a Perſian Coat. 

See the rich Furniture in all the Rooms ! 
Floors ſpread with Carpits,weav'd in Turky Looms! 

Beds ſoft, and coſtly, they may vye 
| Withthoſe whereon luxurious Afar Princeslye! 

And yet, moſt zoble Lord, we find 
They do not captivate thy mind, 
So much as pleaſe thine Eye. 
In each place Miracles abound! 

Rich Pariax Quarries are in Chimmey Pieces found. 
| Belvoir | thou muſt the Worlds chief wonder be ; 
Since Natvre is turd up-ſide down for thee. 
|  Thelofty,Firr ſtoops down thy Floors to frame : 

| And tho laborious Mzzers cry, 
| That Lead does at the Center lye ; 
|- Thylofty Roofis coverd withthe ſame. 
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Now we are thither got, comelet us try," 
If ever any Eye, 17 7h 

Anobler,or a richer Proſe, did efpy. * 

If hither the great Owner move, 
He need not envy Jove 3 
Since all's his own, that does beneath him1ye. 

Nor is the Metaphor too bold! | 
For, Reader, if thou didſt behold 


All his greatthings ; thou wouldſt confeſs. i 


| - All Metaphors went leſs | 
Than theſe great truths, which ſtretch'd Hyperboles can 
Mind therethe Valleys richly dreſt | (butexpreſs. 
With Ceres favours bleſt. 
That ſpatious Corn-field there behold ; 
Look how the Wizd ruffles its Ears! 
Methinks it now appears 
Rouling with Waves, like to a Sea of Gold. 
= Now let us Weſtward try, 
© Where we thoſe thick curl'd Heads of Oaks eſpy, 
Under whoſe ſhades are pleaſant Groves 3 
....: Where if this rude degenerate Age, 
. _.- Were not debauch'd with luſtful rage ? 
Shepherds and Nymphs might exerciſe theirloves 
Amidſt theſe Groves, 15 ſometimes ſeen 
The Caſtl's and the Woods fair Queen, © * :- 
Who when (i th Spring ) ſhe does there ride, 
(The Springs, _s ature's pride.) 
Dina, and her Nymphs, arequite out-vy'd. 
Hark ! hark ! what noiſe is that? | 


1 


Some Huntſ-man winding a Recheat.'* + | 
Lecok how th” affrighted Herd (like to the reſt ' 
O'th! World forfake'a Frienddifſtreſt!. oF: 

| ere 
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Thain: there, bu, hunted Byck does go. . 
'So ſwift, that Swallows fly more flow. 
The Hounds now follow ! 
Liſten to their Cry ; 
The Huntſ-men ride, and hollow ! 
If you truſt either Ear or Eye ; 
Their ecchoing Mouths fright Thunder back, 
| The ſwifter Steeds out-ride ye Rack 
| Of gliding Clouds,when Tempeſts vex the Shz. . 
Admire this gallant place !. 
| Surrounded with a large, and noble "ME | 
| The Deer, altho at liberty, here ſtay; 
| And, in mere gratitude ne'r go aſtray. 
'Tis princely, and but ſeldom found _ 
Such Herds to breed 5 And after feed 
Then hunt, and kill; 
And all this ſtill. 
Ne out of his own ground. _ 
Thrufbes and Black-Birds in his Buſhes bred 
And only with his Berries fed ; 
| Out of his vaſt Demeſnes they cannot fly ; 
' They hop upon his Ground, they hover in his Sky: 


| They werein his Tleguinians bred,and there muſt ra 


And what is. more |! 
| It has the bleſſings of an inward ſtore. 
|  NotasfomeBeauties are ; 
| Fooliſh, and fair, 
| And{what is ſcandal now) as poor 
| Remotelt treaſures come 


| To make it fit for the great Owners home. 


E- - 3þ Veſlels in China made, 
That in th' 1 improving Soil were laid 3 


By -- 
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By Artifts, in the Golden age wall known," 
As the rich workmanſhip will own. 


Skreens, and Cabinets here ſhine, © 
| , That from Japan were brought 3 
Such as Exropean Arts cannot deſign's ©. 
Nor with its choiceſt treaſures can bebought,” ; 
Unleſs Columbus's traffick hold : © ©. | 
Who Lead, and Trox, truckt forGold; ; 
Or where a Bead of Glaſs was found 


_ Fit value for. a Diamond. 
Such Coif and Furnitures as theſe. 
May make the Stranger-Reader gheſs 
That I muſt either feign ; | 
Or ttis a place for Kizes., to entertain 
Their conrted Princeſſes, 


In its own ruines 'twas interr'd of late . 
By violence, and.hate ,, - 
Of Rebels, and conſpiring Fate. .  . 
No mortal force ſo ſtrong could prove, . 
One Stonefrom its foundationto remove, 
'Till-Bombards came 5, _. 
Whoſe thunder and whoſe flame 
Equall'd, if not excell'd tht Artillery of Jove. J 
Belieg'd by thouſands it. at laſt did yield” * 
As tho 'twas requilit,,. 


No fewer bands ſhould ruine it, | , 
Than did it build.” , © 
In its own rubbiſh thug it lay : | 
Untilits noble Daze | * | 
Ddſign'd its frame 3 jg | 


32 And rais'd a Body out of its. own Clay. 
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The mighty Jnfars grew! 
Until it, wasa wonder, nd; cdligit 
| ToPaſſengers,;;nay,to the very Builders view 3 
And did commandat once,and pleaſe the fight. 
Thie Legs,and Thighs, of maſfly Columns made; 
The: S;news of tough Lime all interlaid 5 
Its vebbs, and bones. | 
Of ſtrong_well-poliſht Stores 3 
.Andghen irs lofty head, = 
( Near neighbour'to the Skies, ) 
Was coverd with a Cap of Leads 
Of Chyyſtal-were its Eyes ! = 
In twenty yeaps thisgreatColofſ#to its height did riſe. 


Leave we to celebrate the Caſe, 
Let us the Diamond. adore; 
For ſo was Rutland's Counteſs | nay, and more, 
The very. Soul of this great place. 
Of humanethings ſee the event ! 
Ast was the Glory, ſo the Monument 
Of the great Foxndreſs; who might be 
Diveſted of mortality, ' ' » 
Before, from her awn Horeb,ſhe to Hear/ x went. 
Tho' Souls immortal -are, ' 
Yet as their Bodies do decay, 
The faculties o'th* Soul are at a ſtay, 
_ in 7 o'th' Body ſhare. 
arge, and vigorous Body, asks a Soul 
ual ſtrength 3 
Or elſe it willconſume at length 
Becauſe it can't th* unequal bulkcontrout. 
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—_— beving rais'd thisiglorious Frame” 1 
> Thy noble Mother knew its bulk; and farne, | 
| Requir'd a ſpirit ſuitable; to aftnars'rhe lame. . 
For now hers look! "more! 
Having done two fuch'mighty thin /i61 Bon, 
| To raiſe this Pyle, nds we thee birth, ' 
'- Hernext great.thing was t* Stain Brerwny.” A | 
Yet left thee'in aſtate,) % | 
At once both tooblige the World;aid Pals; | 
It thou wilt her example imitate; 7 zu | 
Thou the facceeding Age 1 muſt bleſs - | 
With.a yourg Lord, as ſhe with thee: did this : 
The noble Name of Mannvrs'to' perpetylate. ' ” 
How great a fate on theedepends; 


And glortous.Canfes'muft have glotiousends. 
, Thy fiir Conſort may, * 


With — all our expectations pays; | 
And we may hopetulof fuch bleſſings bey | 
Nay more, may claim a certainty 
Fromſuch a oneas her, and ſuch a one a5 thee, ; 


Little necd is there-to boaſt : 
Of Rarities, brought from the Tution: Coops | 
Japan and China, though > th be 
The Cabinets o'th' Afran Treaſury ; 4 
__Weneednotthither roam; | 
We have more precious'Stores at home. 
Boughton, thon canſt prove thistrue 
Boughton | the ſeat of noble Mountagre! 
' The ſpreading Tree _ 
OF wks illuſtrious Pedegree, 
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|  Boaſts gs-fcom Edewiit tranſplanted werez oo. 
hether you regard the Root, | 
Thar 1t-did: bear. 


rom Sals bury's Montacute it came! . 
(- 4 Of hn a barthier need be aid; A 
Under Fifth Herry's Enſigns he was bred ; 1 
| A Maps ay caccat Frmbanetia; ' | 
A 1r28y ONCe of Frenchmen ted. 
| Nor could leſs expeRted be 
From Third Edwards Pr may. 
| Third Edward! that in Cre ale, 

: Firſt-made the Golder Lilies pale, 

i _ To makea deeper red. _ - 

| At laſt, thoſe ſtreams of Honour ran 

| To Boughtorws Mountagne, as to the Ocean. 

' Too largeto be confined there, -* 

It overflow'd the Barks: that noble blood ' 

Swell'd like a Stlver-ſtreaming Flood ; ' 

Until it did begin, | 


; 
| 
| Two Earldoms more, to circlein ; 
| 
| 
} 


Of Sandwich, and of Manehefter. 
Mancheiter (hall not imploy my Song :. | 
'TheTruth I wiltnot, nor the Maſes wrong, 

But both will purchaſe fame, "O08 

By Sandwiches ennobled name. - 

Sandwich| our Natiows Phenix | thatexpir'd ' 
| In flames; im his'rich Nei# was fird; 
| __ Noneever (greater dy'd/ Be, 
| He the Dutch-Navy, with one Ship, defi'd. 
He ſtood the mark ofthe whole War ! 
| , Until qur Navy were ſecur'd from fear, | 
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Then | 
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| Then from a is Ship did Smoke and flere 


Can a 


great Name, 
Thanro fall Ezgland's BoaltandSaerifted 
What mighty hopes might needs enlue 
From mage wo nigh pegs e ? 
Mannors, | a poble Bud! ſo richly 1 24 a 
Byall adyantagesof Fate. TRY 
It was thought worthy to inoculaty SS 
Witha rich Branch of Great Plonegns. 
SwelPd was thisho . 
With, the re: .R fol 00d, , 
Strain'd through, Fourth ped Veins |! 
hat remajhs, 
To; make it morerenown 4; y 
With France, and Exglands Arms tis crown'd ! 
Who better can ſuch great Atchieverrents bear, 
Than their great [ - Wd do ſpring 
By borh fides, from 
Related fork to York and ; Js p 
Sev'n ſtreams from this rich Fountain iflu'd forth : 
' Sewn Danghters hence deriv'd their birth : 
Like the ſev'n Planes that inrich the Earth. 


Muſe! thou that »eble Dewehaſtcrownd with Bayes, 
That did this princely Febrick raiſe. 
The-Theme will rich requitals give, 

If thou fo long as ſhe ſhall: live. 
Inroll'd in Faxte's hos then thou wilt laſt 
'Till T7ze be paſt : 
Till Doh: 
Shall ſtop -the Worlds Jaſ breath 5 
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Till all its wind be gone - 


And vaniſh inthe tempeſt of 2 winged. 

Thou now-mulſt ſing another-Name, + 
That can perfumethe breath-of Fame. 
That can command all praiſe, 

And with eternal verdare bleſst thy Bayes. 
Whoſe meritslike her Eyes do ſhine | 
WhoſeBeau = & likeher Soul, Divine, - -, 

'Tis, happy Lord, thy matchleſs Katherine! 
So much fey eſtial fire bs > 
Shines 1n her Eyes, as may 1n 
A narrower Soul than ai, 
. To beProphetick and Divine. 
an I declare, none ever was or 
Nor ſhall be more inricht with blifs, 
Than ſhe, ayd Thou, and thine. 
| Were not my Theme atiother thing ; 
Oh! how would I her beauties ſing? 
; Ere long, 
That glorious Subjett ſhall imploy my Song. 
ill when the Reader may, 
By theſe faint glimpſes ghebs at day. 
But ah ! it 15 not meet, 
Thy Lad ſhould lie in fo courſe a ſheet | 


Each aotjon has a graces. 
Her Preſence charms at once, and does amaze, 
| Ey es heav/nly: bright; 
Where Joy, and Love are gwen Light. 
Complexion fuch, 
As Art could never touch: 
Nor Nature yet has ſhown, 
{2 But here alone. 
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 AsLillies white dew-drenchtas ſoonasborn;! 
- And clear as Bluſhes of the riſmg morn. . 7 
Freſh as when Peaches firſt their blooms diſcloſe; 
Sweet asthe Bud,new broughttobed o'thRoſe. 
And yet---Who would beheve thiscurious Celine, 
Than Chryſtal clearer, and more rich than Gold, 
Is ſcarcely fitforth' Jewel, that 1t does infold? 


Wiſe Providence ordained Fate, 
_ (Fate ! the Vicegerent here below 3) 
For Ratlazd to provide a Mate, 
"Ear inbirth, in truitfulne(s,in ſhow? 
And ſucha one they did create, | 
Whoſe blood from Lonouiette fountains flow. 
From noble Campdens, and' great Lindſey's r Veins, 
—_ Kin Scarlet ſhew, © 
be preſery' d, whilſt Time remains, - 
In a qr on great, and bleſt, and true. " 
Noel | that with ye Norman Heroe-came 3 ' 
And aided his victorious claim ; 
Thence ining, and beſtowing fame... 
'Ere fi reat ations did convince 
That Loyalty hits dd rerne = 
True to the Crown, when up or down. | 
Exulting in this noble pride, | | 
One, in the Congueronrs ſervice, got renown 5 


And one i'th' Service of the greater Martyr dy'd,,. 


' Than Lyndſcy's Bertye what can greater be 3 
True Off-fpringof great Vere and W:lloughby 2 - 
Valoxr and Loyalty attend each Name 3 
Pretending equal claim-/\ . - - 
Fruitful in Generals is their fate, 17 
Or in great Officers of Statez -+-- - - And 


ow - 
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And: muſt this praiſe command 3 > ja 
The Bertiet ready. areto bring] 4” 
One of their Houſe, to ſerve their King TR 
WithaBattoon, ora White-ſtaff in hand. _...- 
© Here let Pinday pardon me, A 
- If it can be a fault 5 | 


Among fuch warlike company, 
To make a Soldier's halt. 


Upon the Right Homurable R. Earl of Lyndſey,General under 
King Charls i. at Edge-Hill (great Grand-father to the pre- 
ſent Counteſs of Rutland) and Motintague Lord Willough- 
by, hs Son, beftriding him, when falPn in the Battel. 


"NLyry ! thou brighteſt of alluring things 

G Thar add'ſt a Luſtre rothe Crowns of Kings; 

A ſhining Vet, by Heroes only worn, | 

More rich than that which gilds a Summers Morn. 

In this Artire illuſtrious Lindſey ſtands | 

In Keynton-fields, before the Royal Bands : 

Thusdid the glorious Michael (arm'd with Light) 

*Gainſt Lucifer, and his damn'd Legions, fight. 

That A& (tho great) a lefler Wonder bought 

A Mortal, like thi immortal Warriour, fought, 

Not much leſs Honour here great Lindſey gain'd; 
| Charles to obey, his Army to command. 
| 'Tis true, he dyd ; bur conquet'd tho before: 

That Northern Mars (Guftavus) did no more. ny 
'  Whoſcleſler Fate tht advantage him/deny'd | bf 

To have a noble Witneſs how he dy'd: 
| Two Armies Lindſey may for Witneſs calls OP 
! Andcrufht hisFoes, like Sampſon, in his Fall, 77 
| Nay, more than this! he had thebrave Content ' 
| Toſee his Honours Heir; and Ornament, | 
| _ How(Cocles like) an Army he defid;* »Q 4 
! . And bis fall'n Father brayely did beſtride;. - .,;, As © 


£ £ 


| As, b that cell bmipatel; he had —— | | 
That Noble-ancient-fallin ling Pyle rej 1 ; 
A Poſture ſuited both c ; 
Thus Chtw ſtood;. thus 4/exarder fell! 04 7 ; 
Too true? he fell before the Fightwas done; Þ 
His Condu@rtho and brave Example won : 

So Light is borrow'd from the ſetting Sun. 

' Thoſe charming Beauties, Vittory and Fame, p13 
Courted his Favour with an-equal flame. jt | 
With Grief diſtrated, when' our Hero dy, | 
Each lay her down, and bugg'd hisblecding fide: | 
Where © ever ſince, fix'd by his powerful Charms; 

_ "They are Supporters to his noble Arms. 


I now muſt claim the Reader's Vate, oy | 
After this Pro ref neth nothing's worthy note; F j 


, Great Locd, EE Picrys : 
Who not content, thi ly Pie. | | 
(The beattadd ghwy of che Iſle) | 
Should reach the. Clouds, as tho it vies | 
Irs ſhining Beauties with the Skies. 
And yet Heavens Gate, the Houſe of God, 
(Wherein his Oracles make their abode ) 
Should have {o mean a ſhow; 
And then the Caſtle be.more low; 
As Heaven did downward grow. | 

Nothing reſerved to thy care, . | 
Bur to adorn, and to enlarge "0 
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The Hauſe of Prayer, 
Thrice happy thou 7. who hadſt ſo Dleſta charge! . | 
Altho the Glory andthe worldly Fame - * 
Are due to:th' Founders Name; 
The Crown and Bleſſing tell thy better ſhare. 
_ ought the place to be 
Where a Princep is nthron'd.; | | 
And who can juſtlier be a Princeſ own'd. Dry | 
"Than that cacleſtial Maid Dey = Here | 
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Here, noble or 
A Beauty ene gs than my. 0 rem | 
; Here thine with Reverence ances 3 
| Andeverydayrich Off cings does bequeath.3 3 
Fragrant ot herbreath z 
Which formdn Prayers roHeay'n ſhe ſends: 
By paying Heav 'n its Honours due, 
; Fair Lady, Heav*nwill honour you ; 
Increaſing your renown 3 
: And on your head will {et 
(More glorious far than Ratland's Coronet) 
| An everlaſting Crown. 


Why ſtay we longer } > let's remove. 
_ — to thy Fo: 
le, or more hig 


Une & » Ethereal Fove, 
Homeward then Muſe,and Northward turn thine Eyes; 


| _ To ſeethar Sper of Borofo driſes 
| Under GC iaed Roofdoes reſt 
| More precious Duf, than & re was Jreſt 


With coſtly odours of the Ep. 
Under a nobler Pyramid 
ptian Monarchs nere were hid. 
Thoſe wonders of the World, did neyer hold 
Heaps of purer Mo/d; 
| Than what theſe Monuments infold. 
| Not one attom of this Clay 
| Is ſoil'd with any bafe Alhy. 
Whilſt animated here the Bodies ſtood, 
They kneaded were with pare, and noble blood ; 
| Not vitiated with ftains, 
| That now pollute ſome Veins. 
Here's golden $andthat once inricht the Flood. 


Lo! wherethe precious Relicks lye; 
|  R——__ Enfirn of Mortality ! 
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© Repolired with coſt audi cate ; 
' Like China-ware, | 
To be raisd up more ſhining, and more fait. 
How grearand ſtately are the Tombs? 
For noble Gefts, it's fit to have ſuch noble Rooms. 
And tis but jdſt, chat ſo great ſtate FO? + 
Atrend their Fate ; : 
Who liv'd in Palaces, when dead 
In Palgees are buried. 
or isthis all / | 
It you will look on that Hiforic Wall, «421-18 
Y.ou'l into admiration fall : 
That weno Chronicles of thoſe times neal 
5 but wb Infretees read. 
Raps Sa ous page, 
And tells the great nn. of its own age- 
The _ Ats of all theſe worthies here, 
"With Englands a&ts, ſo complicated were ; 
As: h wasthe Intelligence to Brittain's Sphear. 
olt fit Records ſuch glorious Names to hold ; 
Whoſe Leaves atc Marble, and whoſe _ Gold ! 


Theres no firter laceto bid Farewe!, 
Than in this blefled Cell; 
re free from yexing cares, 
Thy noble Anceſtors, thou, and thine Heirs, 
Can only dwell. 
With my great:Theme inſpir'd, 
And with Poetick fury it'd, 
Another Prophecy 1 frame: 
: . None of thine here ſhallrome,' | 
As none yet hither came 
'Till they made up the total ſum - | 
Of Honour. and of Fame. (Name. 


Y And only with the 1Verld ſhall end thine Honour, and thy 
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Baniſht the aworte! from their breaſt, 
'That + tp z 
The glorious Farnitare all ſhind ; 
For with Apolls's ſelf 'twas lin'd. 
What charming words might needs fume hence, 
Mixt with that neighybring Influence 
Whoſe thickning breath appear'd to be 
A Chariot for the Deity. 
Were my Produdions bat fo bleſt, 
Your Ladithip might be exprelt. 
But Poetsnow heed no ſuch fires ; 
Yet ſtill ſome Deity inſpires. 
Venus or Bacchus heightensſence, 
Tho with malignantinfluence. 
Thoſe Demons now: profane our Groves 
With vain, or with dyſhoneſt loves; 
Making a Deſart of the place, 
With'ring the Mirtles and the Bays : 
The F7erd thus, with contagious. vice, 
Blaſted the Trees. of Paradice. 
But, Madam, your illuſtrious 22ame 


Is both'my Influence and Theme 3 

Refining all my Sz2ak to flame. 

Hence baffled | may thrive, 

And Oracles again revive. | 

Its clouded beams may brighter riſe, . I 
Kindled by th'Suh-ſhine of your eyes, } 

As r__ fire their Sacrifice. 

'Till th'-Mzſes have that bliſs obtain'd, | 
They're like fall'n Stars in darkneſs chain'd. 
Then farewel Poetry ! 


— But ſtay — | 


he may in that happy fate, 


tpn nly lawn 

He ' beaw/ 

Doves, not will be drawn : : 

Ind virtuous Love henceforward boaſt, , 
ou have reſtor'd what Vexas loſt. 


it, Madam, 'tis too fad a truth, 

lacchws is ſo debauch'da youth; 

hat Lees as ſoon will leave his Wize, 

his corruptions hell refine. | 

Il bumours ſooneſt are withſtood, 

\nd cured beſt by letting blood : 

ſhat hot-braind God, with fumes oppreſt, 

leeds here ſome ounces of his belt. 

is Heart-blood-drops he offers here 1 WF 
0 you his fair Deliverer 3 | 
e Stoick ſo himſelf refign'd, 

Hence owning the eternal mind.) 

id: thus his beſt Drops did prefer . 

0 Jove, the great Deliverer. | 


vis my Oblation may attone 

x all offences he has done. 

in your Favour it finds place, 

he Reprobate recovers Grace. 

Jour influence then muſt bedivine3 ] 
ce, Madam, it canthus refine { 


he dregs of Love, of Wit, of Wire. 
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TheeHUFFER. 1677. 


| Spoken by Ant. Eyre Eſquire; and directed 0 the righ 
Honourable, the Lady Roos, wher he ated Alman. 
zor in the Gratada, at Beyoirs iz way of Prology, 


That made Fortuze Lacky by tmy fide, 

Had Fame for Trumpet, and Succeſs for Guide : 
I that did conquer Armries with a word, 
Making Fate yield to my; more pow'rful Sword: 
I that could witha Smile beftow-a Crown, | 
Then blaſt my new raw'd Monarch with a Frown, 
Almanzor, I, who (by the Poet taught) - 
Huft more, than ever Hero did;'or ovght : 
I now ſubmit, and lay my Lawrels down 5 - - 
But from your favours hopeathobler Crown, 


Whence is this ſudden calm? what could controul 
The working paſſion of my boiftrous Soul > 

My breaſt did like ſome Northern Climate ſhow, 
Its fountain froze, and'cover'd o're with Sow, 


| ns 


Thaw'd, Ladies, by your Eyes'\(thoſe Mid-dzy S 

The melting Ms S "59 rpes it — { 
My Blood, once ſafe a this Icy Lock, 0 
Softens like Coral on the welting Rock, T 
No Lapland Spell, can temper any Ars W 
To be of proof, 'gainſt Beauties ſtronger charms. | $ 

_And one among(t thoſe Ladies I have 'fpr'd, W 
Whoſe pointed rayes wound more than Aimahkide. | T 
Nature, and Dryden, all that both could do - 
To perfe& Almuhide, falls ſhort of you, Sh 


Tho they advance the luſtres of her Eyes, 
Above the Stars o' - Rocks, or Gemms o'th' Skies: 
When you , their ſickly beams give way, 
g Like frighted Phantoms to the grins Dip. 
2.1 Nay I, who thought no paſſions me could move, 
Be'ng free from fear, and thetefbro free from Love. 
Greater than Nature, you my Heert conſtrain'd 5 
: | And Love has now his ſtubbora Rebel chain'd: 
Yet fiot content to reſt his Empire there, 
Its doubly chain'd 3 and now inflav'd to fear. 
Twoſtrong Diſeaſes I at once mndure, 
; | Yet as an Ague does from Plagnes ſecure; 
My trembling Fear, leſt I prefumptuous prove, 
Allayes the raging Peſtilence of Love. 


—_—————. 


— 


The REPRESENTATION. 1677. 


Upon: the Honourable Mrs. Bridget Noel, at#ime the 
Part of Almahide, i» Dryden's Granada, at Belvoir. 


"mars: Muſe! now thou haſtgain'd 'thy Tongue, 
| Exalt thy fancy in a noble Soxg. 

Thy honour'd Belvoir (that moſt-pregnant Wombe 
Of Worders) with amazement ftrack thee dumb: 
Thus the old doubtful Prieſt, his Lips were ſeal'd, 
When that bright Gueſt i'th' temple was reveal'd. 
Surpriz'd altke, F filently retir'd; 

Withdrew my Sozl, and inwardly admird, 

e, | That ſuch a Lady on the Stage was ſeen, 

Leſsning her ſelf to repreſent a Queer. 
Conſcious of which, her Cheeks with Scarlet dy'd, 
Show'd Modeſty in her moſt Royal pride : 


Heav'n's . 
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Heav'n's Face is fleckt ſo, when the baſhful Light : 
Mauffies her Glories in the Clouds of Night. | 
Miſtake me not, her Splendors were not gone 5 
They only-ſeem'd fo, hke the ſetting Sun. 

Like him, ſhe in herſelf is always bright, 
Thougti not to us, -plac'd in a vary'd light. 
She:may confirm the Tartar Princes's lor, 

That Stories ſay, was by the Sur-beams got: | 
Her Bodie's cloath'd with light 3 the S4y's her Ski: 5 
( That glorious Cartain of the Heav'n within; ) * 
Her circling Blood ( hike to the Worlds bright Eye) [lo 
Rounds all her World, and glitters through her Skz.]N 
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Dangers may come then by too near a view 3 HH 
Her mo both dazzle may, and burn us too. UN, 
For Light 1s Fire, altho but thinly ſpread 3 Py 


Through burning Glaſſes of her Eyes convey'd. 
Mongſt all thofeflames fir has none that inward glow, fit 1 
Nor feels the heat that warms obr World below : I 
Cold is her Blood, as tho with Julips fed 5 
Not ſtrange, ſince in a Sow-hoyſe 1t1s laid. 
Froſt in her Blood, tho Fire is 1n her Eyes : 
Thus Lightning from the coldeſt Region flyes. 01 
Whilſt the Town-ſcumm(thoſe Midianites o'th Stage)Þy, 
Surprize the Zimries of this wifling, Age 5 To 
Apparent dangers muſt to us accrue, Thc 
Since real Princes here may juſtly woo. 
Beantie's fair Goddeſs, and the Pneen of Night, py 
When gaudi'ſt in their tiflu'd robes of Light, or 
Tread not th' Etherial Stage with greater ſtate 3 Ref 
Tho Gods themſelves from them attend their fate. Þf 
Whirkd in their Spheqrs(thoſe bright Machines) they flihy 
Quite through the ſpace of theirarcht-roof of th' Sky.g 
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- [Nor does the ſczzile unfit appear, fe 
: JOr for this AFor, or this Theater. | 
Formerly, when the Prophets zeals were fird, 
By pow'rs which they ador'd, they were inſpur'd. 
Dleſt age | wherein the Oracles of Wit 
: Were ſacred DiFates from the Altar Writ. 
When Poets were the Trumpets that convey'd 
' JThoſe formed ſounds that by the Gods were made. 
'5 IThen from rhe Dezties they gain'd reſpett ; 
"But now from heedleſs Mortals find neglect : 
e ) Jlmmortal Verſe ſprung from immortal aids ; 
k1.INow Miſes rule, then rul'd the Theſpiarn Maids. 
Hence they of future things divinely writ 3) 
_ INow paſt and preſent fooleries are Wit ; F 
Premes, and Poets, one another fit. 


W,fit maſt be ſo, now thirſt of Fawe's away, ( the Baz. 
JQuencht with large Drawehts, and th' Vine-out-grovws 
iſt Farces and ſuch Vices of the Stage, 
orrupt the Poetry of this looſe Age. 
o Heroe, no Mecenas in theſe times, - | 
or SubjeF, or incouragement of Rhymes. 
g)Þryder alone, has got ſome Title now 
Wo rh' Lawrel wreaths, that grace his lucky Brow. 
Po neither Deity nor Muſe inſpires, 
er breath alone fann'd his Poetick fires. 
ry old cuſtom is to his advantage broke ; 
or here he made thoſe words the Goddeſs ſpoke; 
Pleſt by her Month, they may obtain the fate 
Jt Oracles, and gain as long a date. 
VP bus his rude Ozye caſt in that precious Mord, 
LY-yoſt all its Droſs, and turin'd refined Gold, 
U 'S 


She 
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She did create its worth, and wade the Play ; 
And breath'd the breath of Life into his Clay. 


The VISION. 1677: 


To the Right Honourable the Lady Roos, &c. Up 


the Birth of the Heir of Rutland. 


His Nzeht injoys ſo ſweet a calm 5 
As th' A:r ditlolv'd it (elf to Balm. 

So deep a ſilence all things keep, 
As Nature's(elf were huſh't aſleep. 
Cynthia negledts her watch rth' Skies, 
And drowzy too has clos'd her eyes. 
Or 1s with her Endyrion, hid 
Under ſome cloudy Coverlid. 
Yet light I through her Curtains '(py, 
Scap'd from the corner of her Eye... . 


But ſoon the Harbirger.of Day 
Chas'd all thoſe gloomy ſhades away: 
With Roſes ſtrew'd the Paths o'th' Eaſt, 
Till Tethys had her Lover dreſt. 
That way I turn'd my. ready eye; 
When I your Belveir-did: elpy. 
(For all our Pale is fully } Ge 
And Belvoir 1s its Sun rtht, Eaſt) 
I gaz'd---the other $2 to.:{py 5 | 
When thence a thihg did {wittly'r fly 
| —— —— than Light | 
Whichin one moment gildsthe Sky. 
Gently to me the Viſon came, - 
Snatching meup with arms of flame ; 
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And me throngh yielding Air convey'd 
In Belvoir Cn Sor ld; . 


The ſacred Geniz of the place, 
Whence it both ſafety takes, and grace; 
Bright Off-ſprings of caleſtial race. 


Their downy Piznions-Gold out-vy'd, 


All o're with ſparkling Diazzozds ey'd. 
Flying about the ſacred Era, 

They fann'd the ambient Air to flame; 

Or from their eyes the /ightning came. 
After ſome Ceremonies paſt; 

They ſung 
* Our Belvoir now ſhall laſt : 
{Our Habitations are ſecure ; 

* The Honour of our Charge is ſure. 
Flying about, ſtrange Myxſick plaid 3 
Their ſounding Wirgs a Conſort made, 
As every ſhining 2»i// therein, 

A well-tun'd Orgaz-pipe had been. 


Amaz'd (as well I might)I ſpoke; 

And up the Conventicle broke, 

All vaniſht but my flaming Guide 5 
Who to my wond'ring thoughts reply'd. 
* This night thou arta Prophet crown'd 5 
© For Belvoir now an Heir has found. 
*The bluſhing Portals of its Eaſs 

* Are with aninfant Phebas bleſt. 

"With zative ſcarlet he was born : 

* As Roſes cloath the Chryſome Morn, 
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*© This ancient Exrldom boaſt now may, + 
** Its honour finds a full-grown Day. 

* Great Rutland is the Evening bright, ? 

* Safe guarded from approaching Night ; & 

** His own ;ſever: Stars preſerve his light. 

* [llaſtrious Roos, that full-ripe Sun-- 

< Supplies the glorious place of Noo ; 

* All ſhining in Meridian beams : ; 

< Like Virtze crown'd 'twixt two extreams, 
< That Izfant of the Sun, new born, 

© Rutland 7th Cradle, Sol ? th Morn ; 

* Iucirc'led with a- gentle blaze 

< Reflected from his Mothers Face ; 

*©Till her clos'd Eyes have made the Night, 
* Amazd ours cannot bear her light. 

* This makes us at this Seaſon play, 

< Like Birds of Night, avoiding Day. 

« Ware tho the Gen7z of this Place: 

'* Attendants of this noble Race. 

«* Thy ready Zeal wee'l ſo inflame, 

« By offring, thou ſhalt purchaſe fame. 

« Thy Incenſe from the Vale ſhall riſe, | 
& And crown with curled Clouds theſe Skies, 
« Until! their Fove his golden ſhow'rs 

«< Upon thy barren Darae pours. | 

« Thought I this Azge! may fay true 3 

« Elſe he is in a Viſion: too. 


You, Madam, prove ſo rich a Theme, 
You can make Poets in a Dream. 


The 


AE 
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The MU SICIA N. 1677. "I 


Upon the Death of Mr. W.D. excellent in Muſick, 
Servant at Belvoir. £ | 


F thoſe five Sexſes that our Nature grace, 
Seeing, and Hearing, have the nobleſt place. 

By th' Eares, the Soul its chiefeſt bliſs obtains ; 
And ſhowes by th' _- thoſe bleſſings that it gains, 
Thoſe others to the Body more belong, \ 
And th' heav'nly Gueſt oft by exceſſes wrong. 
Whoſe groſfler humours we can ſerve at home, 
But w_ to Belvoir for the purer come. 
What choicer Object can indear the Sight ? 
Above the Earthas much in worth, as height. 
A ſecond Eder ſhining all about 3 
Glorious within, and beautiful without ! 


Then for to pleaſe the Ears (thoſe Doors o' th' Mind) 
Where could we rarer choice of treatments find ? 
What wonders havel from his _ known? 
Paſhons to raiſe in all breaſts but his own. 

His Vol more than Magick Spel/s could do, 

Both raiſe our Tempeſts, and thencalm 'em too, 

Each Finger was a Tongue, and could impart 
Perſuaſive force, above Rhetorick art. 

The Stubborn Paſſions he might well command, 
When every Heart was1n his pow'ful hand. 

Here a ſoft charming Air for Maſt'ry tries, 

With Venz4 breath, and mov'd more than her Sighs. 
There fromhis Bow darts forth a piercing ſtrain, 


Wounds more than Cypid, and yet brings no pain. 
| O 3 When 
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When he his ſpeaking Vielizlaid by, 
And would his F! agelt or Cornet try 
The wanton Air he'd in chaſte meaſures bind, 
To gentleſounds tuning th' unruly Wind. 
Strada's fam'd Luteniſt his art might fail, 
And dye for ſhame beforethis Nightingale. 
Whoſe peaceful Soul did for its change prepare, 
And vaniſht calmly in a well-tun'd Air. 
But all miſchances here are ſo ingroſt; 
Not tlv Artiſt only, but the Art isloſt. 
Thus their fad fate the Greciars did lament 5 
Their Orphezs, and his Harp together went. 


To my reſpeFed Friend, Capt. Shipman. 1678. 


fe you, as to my Guardian, | go; 

To ask proteCtion from a mighty Foe. 

My tender Mzſe, frighted with Critick's fame, 

Starts, and gives back, when ſhe but hears the name. 
She's young, and daresnot hopeto come to good 
Yet ſtrangely dreads ablighting in the bud. 

So little Birds, below the Fowler's care, 

Moſt apprehend the dangerof the ſnare. 

And whilſt he ſboots at ſome more noble prize, 
They hear the ecchoing noiſe, and trembling riſe. 


It is preſumption in my worthleſs Maſe 

To ask your help, worthy a better uſe. 

Yet ſhe's ambitious, and defires to live ; 
And fays, if you'l vouchſafe your Paſs to give 3 : 
She's ſure no Critick dares againſt you ſtrive. 


When 
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When I confider how the mighty Jove | 
Receiv'd the Token of the poor Bee's love; 
Methinks I cann't but hope-- that as a Friend 


You'l not deſpiſe (I'm ſure you cann't comment) 
That weh ſcarce half anhour both thought & penn'd. 


 — 


SPRING and AUTUMN. 1679. 


To that hopeful Gentleman, Jo. Howe, Eſq; 12 anſwer 
to the fore-going Verſes. 


He fruitful Trees,that ſhade the Southern Climes, 
Are like the blooxring fancies 1n your Rhymes, 

Where Spring, and Autumn, 1n oneſealon meet, 
The fruit delicious, and the blofloms ſweet. 
You need no Guardian, but Ape//o's care ; 
And that which makes you bud,will make you bear. 
Fruits,with ſuch early Sur-ſp3ne grac'd, muſt grow, 
And bear, and flouriſh, and no blaſtings know. 
Secure from Criticks--their ſharp froſty Air 
Serves but to nip your Lady-Myſe more fair. 
Their Gizzs, and Cenſures are but needleſs found: 
Izares uſeleſs are for Birds that ſcorn the ground. 


Your youthful Mxſe deſerves the choiceſt note: 
So Eſſences are from firſt-runnings got. 
Laſt droppings make but Taplaſh, ſuch as mine 
Your's is the boiling blood © th /zſty Vize. 
You ſhine likeP/azets (thoſe rich Lords of Light ) 
Out-braving us mean Commons of the Night. 
Tve ſcribled out my Helicon---, afraid 
The 1/ze in my Ar has drain'd my Head, 
O 4 Your 


Sa/21hdl 
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Your praiſe is. Pen{on-like, on me beſtow d ; 
O1d, and decrepit now, that does no good. 

By ſuch advances tho, I keep m fight : | 
Thus can the Msoz: gild o're the gloomy night. 
The Name T've wrongly got elſe ſoorrwill fail ; 
Tho Hillocks may ſcem Mountains 1n the Vale. 


— — 


— 


INCONSIDERATE LOVE. 1678. 
Strephon's Arguments tos Calia,to forſake Touth Wealth, 
ard Temperance, in his Rival, and to accept their 

Extreams in him, To C. B. M. 
I Ove, that i'th' happy Age,a Monarch reign'd, 

_, Is now by wealth in golden fetters chain'd. 

His A!tzrs once to Merit (acred were, 

'Till K:ches turn'd the VVorld Tdolater. 

Hearts now by pairs , are like to Twrtles,ſold ; 
Love, Vowes, and Sacrifice all ruV'd by Gold. 
Now C2::2, now's the time to {hew your worth, 
And from Love's. Texeple drive the Bankers torth. 
For whilſt you ſeek to marry pelt to pelf, 

Yoa buy a Husband, but you ſell your felt. 

Fat foils bring Weeds; the cleaneſt Corn is found 
In leaner F7elds, it you well dreſs the ground. 
Tho more of coſt, yet morc content is bad. 

To build a Houſe, than buy one ready made. 
Ph:/;p of Spain did to no meannels fall, 

Fram Cloijjter poor to raife thi Eſcureal. 

Scorn not poor Strephan ; you may be orrecome : 
The thred-bare Garls o're-ran triumphant Roxee. 
Sure honour he mult gain in this hard Fight, 

If he retreat not, whilſt a Crow's in ſight. 


He 
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He need not fear white Wiggs nor downy  Chins, 
Who loſe their leaves, before their fruit begins. 
Yielding your ſelf to ſuch, you muſt decay, 

And mony lend againſt your ſelf to play. 

There's no more dang'rous, no more frequent thing, 
Than is a Swrfeit of raw. Love 1' th' Spring. 

When Love to his try'd Stomach muſt ſucceed, 
And, like digeſted meat, new vigours breed. 

Their ravenous Love, with aGive motions blown, 
( Like Fire conſumes what e're it preys upon. 
His flames yet burns not 3 like ethereal Fire, 

Whoſe nature is to laſt and to aſpire, 

Days may in Winter be both cool and fair; 

And Fires in coldeſt Seaſons brighteſt are. 

Love may ſometimes ſeem ſleepy 1n his breaſt : ? 
Souls thus tow'rds Night compoſe themſclves to reſt 
But wake more freſh, and with new vigours bleſt. 
Youths-burning- Feavers make 'em reſtleſs lye, 
Conſume their loves in vrlent heats, and dye. 

His Agxiſh- heats are temper'd well with cold ; 

Such Laves, like that Diſeaſe, will longeſt hold. 


See now, fair Celia, neither Wealth nor Youth 
Cantrue content ſecure, or vouchfor truth. 

In rich and beauteous Meads ſweet Flowers grow 3 
His craggy Rocks have precious Stores below. 
Unpractis'dY outh may laviſh out Love's ſtorc, 
Turn Barkrupt,and forſake you, being poor. 


His Age will be fo frugal not to waſte 


That treaſure, but preſerve it to the laſt. 


. No other Rival now ſure dares advance, 


Unleſs that thin-gut-chap- falln Temperance. 
Altho 
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Althangh your Empire great as Czſar's were 
A meager wr you may Joy fear, 
Abitemions Zealots rain'd England more, 
Than all its jolly Heroes did before. 

'O Celia! ne'r to fach become a Prey; 
Make ule of fleeting Joys whilſt they will ſtay ; 
Since Life's confined to ſo ſhort a day. 

A right Good-Fellow daily whets delight, - 
Returning briskly as to th' Wedding Night. 
Life's fed with Love; as Menwith Oyſters dine 3 
They cloy, if notdigeſted well with Wize. 
Heightned with mirth, and Sack, he entertains 
| His Spouſe, with various ſortsof pleaſing Scenes. 
Wit's requiſite in Love, as in a Play; 
Torecompence thelabour of the Day. 


Theſe Virtues, Cel:a, then in Strephon chuſe; 

And in all others their Extreams refuſe. 

Though he wantWealth, and Temperance, and Youth, 
Yet he abounds in Merit, Wit, and Truth. 

Or if to wed without thoſe three y'are loth; 

You have your ſelf enough of them for both. 


The Perfe& GENTLEMAN. 1678. 
Upon the Death of the truly Honourable Gentleman, 
John Howe, E/q3 of Langar i Nottingham- 

ſhire, »y moit honoured Friend. 


Yes having done their parts,the T oygue muſt ſpeak: 
| And tholoud fghs have made mineaccents weak; 
That breſt muſt yield a ſound, whoſe heart-ſtrings break, 

Their 


Their -griefs are moſt, who filently lament : | 


Such fires are hotteſt im their Fornace pent; 
Yetfann'd by fighs the flame now finds a Vent, 


Thoſe ſad reverberating groans that riſe 
Fro th' Caverns of my bofome, change their noiſe, 
And, Eccho-like, diflolve into a Voice. 


No ſhow rs of tears my ſorrows ſtorms can lay 
Nor ſighs (thoſe gai7s of grief”) blow tears away : 
My life muſt be one rainy-windy-Day. 


The Life of Man depends on breath in chief: 
Chameleon-like, my ſorrows gain relief 


Fro th' inward air of fighs, that breath of grief. 


duch ſigns of grief by Nature ſhould be ſent ; 
vince ſhe has loſt her choiceſt Ornament , 
Her Winds mn ſighs, Rain ſhould in tears be ſpent. 


Both Nature and the Graces here combirrd 
All beauties both of Body and of Mind; 
PerfeCtions, ſcatter'd through the World, here joyn'd. 


$0 curious, ſo proportion'd every part, 
That neither ſtrength, nor Beauty got the ſtart, 
Hence Durer might have form'd more rules of Art. 


Thoſe charming Myſcles that his ſmiles compoy'd, 
Were like the-Net, which Mars and Venxs closd. 


| Conſult but him—old ſtories did not feign ; 


Th Amazonian Empire prov'd here plain 3 
Beaxty, and Valoxr did together reign. 4 
or 
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Nor joyn'd they only in his outward frame ;. 1 
Their Virtues in his Soul too were the ſame : E 
Like Lightning bright, but threatning was his flame. |, 
So working in his Breaſt his Spirits were 3 

Had they been ramm'd in any breaſt but there; H 
The weaker Gu had ſhiverd into Air. - 
His Body only his great Soxl did fit : 

And there alone his Soul could only fit : D 
Nature's right Talies! this, with that did hit. - 
His brighter Virtzes we cannot unfold 5 

Thoſe that leſs dazling arewe may behold 3 Hl 
"Tis wiſe to ſavethe very droſs of Gold. : 
What we can comprehend, we herebut write; N. 
We gueſs at Pyramids above our ſight, Th 
And by their Shadows only take their height. Hi 
So true a Patriot -- It was his care p 
His Prince's and his Countries love to ſhare ; ay 
No Favoxrit, and yet no Popular. D 
So kind a Husbard, his fair Lady knew 

No carriage, but like that when he did wooe; = 
All he F then pretend, he ſince made true. ”; 
So good a Parent, it may raiſe debate, u 
Which of his gifts may claim the higher rate; bs 
TheirLife, his great Example, or Eſtate. Fi : 
He was the braveſt Foe, the trueſt Friend, Thy 
That ever Love, or anger did pretend 3 By: 


Both which, with Juſtice, did begin and end. x Bar 
0]. 
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To all in want he favours did beſtow ; 
His Charity, like Nz1as, did orreflow, , 
« [And made the neighb'ring barren Soyls to grow. 


His Converſation pleaſant was, and good, 
And like to 1ſraels heavinly Manna prov'ds 
To all dilicious, yet ſubſtantial food. 


Defignd with Juſtice, by all-knowing Fate, 
To all that Fortune gives both good and great: 
Rich is the Store, that without foyl is ſer. 


How ſoon our hopes were bury'd in deſpair ? 
Thus Fabricks vaſt require no leſſer care, 
Nor coft to build, than keep'em in repair. 


Natwre's great Gifts he nobly did requite; 
The Splendors he receiv'd, hemademorebright, 
His Diamonds paid, as well as borrow'd light. 


Bat we have loſt the comfort of his rayes 5 
This fuadden Cloud our Senſes did amaze - 
Darkneſs ſeems moſt, after the brighteſt blaze, 


ILet us with ſadneſs his bleſt period view ; 
vickreſs and Pains did ſo his Soul purſue 3 
As Fate would try what a great heart could do. 


Ipirits too faſt ſublim'd in vapours fly : 
As richeſt men decay, that live too high. 


Th' eternal ſpark, Heav'n kindled in his breſt, 


By mortal damps could never be ſuppreſt ; 
To but ſoar'd a Phenix from its flaming Neſs. 


Too ſoon his lofty Soul did mount the Sky : 
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So th' ſacred Lamp ( that was the High-Prieſts care) 
Long hid in darkneſs, when exposd to th' Air, 
Revivd its ſleeping flame, and beam'd more fair. 
His Soul ( above the Sun's ) fcorn'd to ſet low ; 

Its faculties ev'n then did bigger ſhow : 

As Evening ſhadows in dimenſions grow. 


His thoughts were greater, when Death camein ſight, 
In thoſe approaches to his lateſt Night. 

I inlargd his Room, to let in greater light. 

| With ſharpeſt darts the Tyrart did aflail ; 

Againſt his Heart of proof none could prevail 3 

It was ſo guarded with its Native Mail, 

Bold Sceva thus, upon his faithful Shield, 
Receivd a Grove of Darts, yet ſcorn'd to yield ; 
Retiring great as Ceſar from the Field. 
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Prologue to Henry the third of France, at the 
Royal FTheatre. By Hart. 1678. 


Os not texpe& to day the modiſh Sporr, 

Afﬀronting either City, or the Court. 

Our Poet's mannerly, and cautious too, 

And neither will abufe himſelf, or you. 

Faith both are needleſs 3 ſince they 'redoneeach day, 
By you who judge, and he who writes a Play. 
The ſacred thirſtfor Bays and Fame 1s gone 
And Poetry now turns Extortion. 

Nay worſe, Stage-Poetry ſeduces more 

Than Wire, or Women ever did before 


Gaind : 
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Gain'd by its charms, hither the Wits reſort 
The Stage robs both the Px/p;t and the Cort. 
The other Sex too are ſtark rhyming' mad, 
Ev'n from the Dutcheſs, to the Chamber-Maid. 


'Nor do theſe Charms in the North Country fail, 


But took our Poet both from Hoxnds and Ale. 


His Sceres (ſuch as they are )) in Fraxce are laid ; | 
Where you may ſce the ancient Ergliſh-Trade ; 1 
Either in beating France or giving aid. 

Such Vertue reign'd then in our ſmiles or frowns, 
Thoſe did defend, as theſe could conquer Crowns. 
Theſe Miracles were in Elzz4's Reign 3 

Whoſe left-hand France and Holland did ſuſtain ; 
And whoſe right-hand both baffled Rome and Spain. 
Whilſt England only could the World fabdue, 

Nay found a-zew oe out, and reign'd there too ; } 
Judge then what now Great Britanny may do 3 
Since now her Hel: a greater Pilot guides 3 

Who has th' advantage of his Sex betldes, 

Tho here our Poet rather would make known 

His Country's Reputation than his own 3 

Yet he may chance. by Criticks to be hiſt, 

As/he intrencht upon the Caſu:ft. 

But he no Controver(ſzes ſets on foot 3 

And thinks it better if none elſe would dot. 

Nor tells you which Relrgioz: he 1s on 3 

May be( likemoft of you ) he ts of none. 

If this prove true, he muſt the States-marn move 3 
Then for the Ladies he has Scenes of Love. 
And here Gallaxts are fighting Scenes for you 5 


Nay, hereis Huffing for you Hedors too. EY 
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What the pox, Geivtlemen, would you have more? 
Y are cloy'd ſure with the Atheift and the Whoye: 
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Epilogae (by 4 Wonran) to the ſame Play, ſoon after 
the Royal Theatre was fir d. 1678. 


Sf ther very hard, whilſt Fortune was our Foe, 

You ſhould diflert' us for her being o. 

We were your Favoxrites; and none re 

Loſt that Preferment by their being poor. 

Small cauſe, that you ſhould with that Whore conſpire 
To ſend us Famine, _ ſhe ſent us F = 

The Scenes, compos'd of Oy! and porous Firr, 
Added to th' Ruine of the Theve, | 

And *twas a J__ in the Poet's Phraſe, 

That Plays and aev7 periſh'd by a Blaze ; 
Caus'd by thoſe gaudy Scenes that ſpoil good Plays.” 
But why for this ſhould we forſaken be 

It was our Hoxſe; alas!'was burnt, not we. 

And yet from hence'might ſome ſuſpicion come; 
Since it firſt kindled in our lowei#F Room. 

The Fire did ſeize on all, both Brick and Wood; 
But we more lucky were in Fleſh and Blood. 


If we be poor, what then? we're honeſt tho; 

And that's the thing, we fear, that loſes you. 

If you, Galants and Ladies, ſometimes range 
Fro'thy other Howſe, it will not ſeem fo ſtrange 3 
You know the brisk delightfulneſs of Change. 


Sure 
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Sure you, and they are cloyd ere this : One Houſe / 
Muſt needs be dull and tireſom, as one Spor/e, 

By long Co-habiting, and Dowry too, 

They claim a Title, and a Rzght in you. 

Nay worſe ; with Age they heighten till their ſenſe, 
Exacting more than due Benevolerce. 

In extream need ſuch uſage to purſue, 

Is damn'd Extortion, and ill Manners too. 

Forby this trick you may be half undone; 

If now, when all the M/s are from Town, 

Each Szbarb-ſinner ſhould exact a Crown.) 


—— 


The HER O. 1678. 
To his Grace, the Duke of Monmouth, &c. 


Hen Wars were rumour'd,or great dangersnear, 
Mars then was ſought, his Temples crouded 

From, Y ou, great Sir, & fromyour flaming blade, (were. 
Our Eder boaſts her glory, and her aid. 
Not Eder only with your beams you gild 5 
But, like the Sam, ſhine upon ev'ry Feld. 
Tis duty then our Lawrels we ſhould bring, 
As Off rings to the Pow'r that makes 'em ſpring. 
They 'mplore, great Sir, your Influence and your Aid 
Lawrels themſe]ves ! of Thunder not afraid ! | 


What Gerral ere began with more renown, 
At once to guard the Miter and the Crown ? 

Charls is our Jove, in's Condud# bleſt we are 3 
And Monmonth is his Thander-bolt of War: 


P . 
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Wreneſs the Frexvch at Maſtricht, who, with ſhame 
Kindled their Valours at his gen'rous Flame. = 
You were the ruling Genizs of the Field; 
Their empty Veins your Spirits only fill'd. 


You taught 'em how to conquer, raisd their Name; 


"Twas you advancd their Trophies, lent 'em Fame, 
Which on a brave defign you did beſtow ; 
Thar is, to make them fit to be your Foe. 


Rais'd by your Acts, at higher things they aim; 
To follow Monmonth is the Road to Fame. 
Europe, at their ſucceſsful Arms amaz'd, , 
Look'd pale, and all its trembling Princes gaz'd. 
On Britain's mighty Monarch fixt their Eyes, 
Whote greater Puiſſance did more ſurprize. 

For Ergliſh Conqueſts ſwittly'r might advance, 
Since England, more than once, had conquer'd-F ya. 
But then remembring Charles, as juſt, as great; 
His help, as their laſt Refuge, they intreat, 


Mons is beſieg'd, and ready to be ta'n; 
Monmouth being abſent, other hopes were vain. 
At your Approach the Gallic Flame expires : 
Thus does the Sun put out the weaker Fires. 
Your very Name did weary d Mozxs releaſlc, 
Made the French fly, and truckle to a Peace. 
Swift as the Lightning, and as piercing too! 
—_ thus on's Eagle at the Giants flew. 

e ancient Romans did fome fear betray, 
To pinnion V:&ory, and force her ſtay. 
She, like their conqu'ring Eagle, courts your hand, 
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And will-kill furer, by your Valgur manr'd. 
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The firy Mars 1s pow'rtul 1n his Sphear 

Yet loſes Virtue when concern elſewhere: 

Our MaF-s a. general influence can afford ; 

There is his Sphear where e're he draws his: Sword; 
In ſuch Exploits Ceſar was never skill'd, 

Firſt to make France to conquer, then to yield 
Thus /Eolus with his impetnous Bands, , 
Charging the Lybian Deſarts, drives the Sands 
Into a Mountain, which his Trophy ſtands. 

Till changing ſides, he rallies in the Air 

His Troops, and then commands to ſound to War : 
The lofty Pageant tumbles to the Ground, 

And's Trophy now is in its Raines found. . 


_—_— 


The MIRROR: 167g. 
Preſented to the Honourable Mrs. Byron. 


'Ood Fortune! now at laſt be fond; 
And give me that bright Diamond 

O'th' great Mogul: when it appears, 
$#n-like, 1t routs bis leſſer Stars. - 
Here Phebus fixing all his Rays, 
Made it but” one compacted Blaze. 
It is ſo weighty, that it's ſaid 
To be by Ounce, not CaraFs weightd. » 
As tho to leſſen Pride, 'twas meant 
For Burden, not for Orgament. 
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' What ere ſhe flies at muſt your @uarry be. - 
'Who can reſiſt Mo»month and ViGory ? 
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Had I this Gem (your Merits due) 
It I would ſacrifice to you. 

Pure Incenſe! where no Smoke aſpires, 
Kindling it ſelf with native fires. 

But now, alas ! I have not time 

To poſt to ſo remote a Clime! 

Nay, when at Agra, or Lahore, 

May be, the fuller Emperonr 

Would keep his Diamond, Tle not try 5 
And yet ſpecd bettex, tho more niph. 


\ 
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| Prefents ſhould hold' proportion due 
To tlv Perſons they are offerd to. 
And mine's a Mirrour darting rayes, 
That Diamonds, and Sur out-blaze. 
The Chryſtal 1 this Wixter choſe 
' From drops of Helicor: mew froze. 
The Glaſs, I, with ſome Art deſign'd 5 
With Truth inſtead of Silver hind. 
A Lining | that rich Tiſſue ſhames 3 
Brighter than are Merid;an beams. 
So heav'nly rich! to make-em ſhine 
Fr does the Veſts. of Chernbs line. 


Being thus prepar'd, It ſhows to you 

An Obje& worthy of your view : 

Wit, Greatneſs, Virtue, Beauty, Worth, 
At once in glorious Croxds break forth: 
And from two ſhining Caſemerts fly : 
Like Azgels ſhooting through the Skze. 
Whoſe Roſie-blood, DamegNature ſtrains 
Through Lilly-cheeks, amd Violet-veins. 


\ FHis Roſe dipt 1n that precious ſtore, 
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Whoſe Scarlet, Lancaſter once wore, 
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Turn'd Red, a Damask-roſe before. 
Her whom I faintly here expreſs, 
Your modeſty denies to ghels. 


- Jlntill my Glaſs, being heav'nly true, 


Reflects your ſelf, and ſpeaks it you, 


_——_ —_ —— — ——— — — — —— 


The HIEROGLIPH IC. 1679. 


To the Honourable Mrs. Byron, having pleas'd to ſend 
me curious and ſignificant Dranghts of her Ladi- 
ſhips own hand, in way of Hierogltfics. 

{hr I, like you, my Pencil ufe ; :/ 

Or had command of ſuch a My/c ; 

All other Artiſts I'd out-do, 

by coming ſomthing near to you. 

but as poor Dreamers oft conceit, ? 

Vere they in fortune rich and great, > 

hey'd live,and ſpend at ſucha rate. ; 

d had I your Eſtate in Wit, 

ike you, methinks, I'd manage it. 

Pallas (that charming Goddeſs) the 

Should ſerve inſtead of Mz/e, to me. 

nthrowd ſhe ſhould 2neer Regert (it, 

\nd better rule my frothy wit. 

\; pow'rful Cythia both guides 

It unruly Sea, and all her Tides. 


1 
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ſour drops of Ink, likethoferth' Spring 
both Violets, Roſes, Lillies, bring, 
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Your Fruit-trees equal Wonders ſhews } 
Both bear at once and bloſſom too 3 
The Spring and Autumn's both in you. 
Your planted V7es, 1'th* infant Stems, 
Seem to bud forth their bluſhing Gems. | 
Apelles ſelf would be miſta'en; 
Both Birds and He could not refrain. $ 
When you, with Graff, cloath fancy'd fields, . 
They feed thoſe Flocks-your Pencil yields, 
And what does greater Wonders ſhow, 
Your 1zks the M31k that makes 'em grow. 7 
When you draw Birds we wond'ring ſtand, 
And ſwear they fly from out your hand. 
Here Tyanews Art 1s gain'd ; 
And we their Voites underſtand. 
When you a pleaſant River limm, 
Your [zk's the Stream where Fiſhes ſwim, 
Nature's Defe&s you here recruit, 
And. Proverbs croſs, they are not mute. 
Your imitating Perc:l can | 
Firſt form, and then pur Life in Maz. 
Each Shadow, Rib-like, can relieve 
Your new-made Adam with an Eve. | 
Your Art, more ſtrong than that of Fate, 
Can liveleſs things ey'n animate. 
Your Trees Dodona's influence ſhare, 
And are, like them, Oracular. 
Your very Shadows ſet out Light; 
What-1s your Day, if ſuch your Night ? 
Your Pindut 1s not vainly hurl'd ; 
Its very Attomes make a World. 
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You th* Hieroglyphic-Art revive; 

In Egypt dead, in you alive. 

Thence Learning took it's happy flight: 
So from the Eaſt firſt ſhot the Light. | 
What Admiration's then your due ? : 
How much 1s Art 1t. ſelf oblig'd to you ? ( too. > 
Since Madam you can make aWorldand it inlighten } 


AJ 
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_MERIT Rewarded. 1679. 


To the Right Honourable William Lord Byron, por: 
the Death of Rich. Lord B. his Father. 


Neient has been the uſe to mourn in Verſe; 
And Poets, more than Heralds, grac'd the Here. 

The ſacred heat that did their Breaſts inflame, 
By Myſes fann'd, kindled the breath of Fare. 
Hence to diviner heights did Worth aſpire, 
And brighter ſhin'd than in the Far'ral Fire. 
To Heroes enly did their Verſe belong; 
Immortal As tound an immortal Song. 
"Twas Merit then did only purchaſe Praiſe; 
Nor could a Crow# of Gold bribe one of Bays. 
Your noble Father their choice Skill had try'd; 
Had he in thoſe days either livd or dy'd. 
And though I am unfit to ſing his Name, 
This Epitaph I ſacrifice to Fame. 


The Epitaph. 


Lluſtrious Byroz: Juſtice found 3 
Being four times crown'd. 
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1. From noble Anceſtors did get 
A Coronet. 

2. Then loyal Yaloxr did bequeath 
A Lawrel wreath. | 

3. His Suff rings Martyrs glory found 
With Roſes crown'd. 

4. Nothing can add to his great Story, ' 
But that of Glory. 


My Lord, 


I ſhall not vainly mourn his doom, 

Since he dropt fully ripe into his Tomb: 

Yet loaded more with Glory than with Days, 
Hence with my Cypreſs then, and reach me Bayes. 
My Muſe, like to its Subje&, ſhould be bright, 
And, like to Roman Mourners, clad in White. 
When firſt his Death was told, her Tears ſhe ſhed; 
. And, like moiſt Lil/ies, droopt her dewy head. 
Pearls thus at midnight fall from Luna's eyes, 

But are again dry'd up at SoPs upriſe. 


Hail then Reſtorer of our Joys! ſhine bright, 
And with thy Cynthia joyn 1n ſheets of Light. 
Increaſe your noble Stock: Thus Perſrans fa 
The 2ueen of Night joyns with the King of Day 3 
And, curtain'd in Eclipſes, there they get 

That ſhining Brood that 1n the Skzes are ſet. 
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ARREARS. 1679. 
To the Honourable Mrs. Chaworth. 
& ip you I have ſuch Rets to pay 3 
In Policy I ſhould not ſtay 3 
If from my felf I knew to run away. 


Your Cottage tho is in repair 3 
The inward Rooms well furniſh ares; * 
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The Windows glaz'd, and Roof new thatcht with Hair. 


Your Tenart clad in Scarlet Veſt, 
Carouzing Clarret of the beſt 
Within the Lodging-Chamber of my Breaſt. 


High fares he with no 1ll intent 3 
For ifhe ſtarve,---You loſe your Rext; 
Since none, but he, can farm the Teremert. 


My hopes of thriving are decay'd ; 
Wire-drawingWit in Rhyme'smy Trades 
And I no ſtore of Byllioz have for aid. 


Small ſtocks in Country trades may doz 
Ev'n Pedlers there deſerve a view : 
As little Gold beat thin will make a ſhew. 


A ſmutty Fancy, or bald Teſt, 
Profaneneſs in Hobbs Livery dreſt, 
Serve for a Seſſzor's charge, or Churching-Feaſt. 


This will not do in London-Towr ; 
Not truſting without Money down : 
.| Hence are their very Lewreats Bankrupts grown. 


Nor 
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Nor ſtrange 3 Times ſo expenſive are : 
The Tripos once requir'd leſs care 
_ To manage well, than now a Barbar's Chary. 


To woo a Lady 'tlll ſhe's fit, 
Needs now more coſt of Plot and Wit, 
Thanformerly to wed, and Children get. 
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Sack's influence once inſpir'd the brain : 
"Tis well if now it can maintain 
Fit Repartie? for th' Drawers witty Vein. 


The Cofo-toſes now admit 
More Crziticks, than the very Pit ; | 
As prodigal of Treaſon, as of Wit. ( 


Beſides all theſe expenſive ways ; 
Taviſht out, and writ two Playes ; 
Catching at Hope, I nothing got but Bayes. 


Into the Country quite undone, 
My Myſe and 1, both Bazkrupts, run : 
Like wandring Lather, with his bare-foot Nu». 


% 
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The RE N T due. Far. 1. 1679. 
To the ſame. 


Aſt years expence has made me frugal m_— : 
|. Your Ret I fav'd, altho fo long in Towr. 
Wit is not current now 5 the humou'rs hot _ 

F th' Tow, to talk of nothing but the Plox. 
No Age a greater wonder hath reveal'd ; 


The more difcover'd *tis, *tis more conceal'd. 
Thus 


ws 


POEMS mig 


Thus ſome late Poets of their Phebwe write ; 
His Highneſs hidden 1s by too much light. 
But leſt my diff*rent fate (anobſcure name ) 
Should prejudice the title of your Claim ; 

I have ſurvey'd th' Eſtate, and Cottage too, 
In this ſhort Dranght T here preſent to you. . 


Three Storyes high, upon an Arch tis plac'ds 

Two Windows in the Front with Chryſtal glazd; 

A double Door ; the Leaves of Coral made, | 
Whithto the Houſe, 'twixt Rayls of Pearls convey'd 
A ſupple Porter in his Lodge does wait | 

To welcome every Gueſt that paſs'd the Gate. 

On either fide the Door, two Spots of Szow z 
Diſcolour'd now, where Roſes once did grow. 

Two Twnnels to convey the thickend Wind, 

Rais'd by the heat, not yet toflame refird. 

Of Bones, the Roof did like a Cypo ſhow 3 

Thaicht o're with Straw that on the Soy! did grow. 
Worn thin with time 3 to keep out Wind and Rain, 
The Crpo warmly coated 1s again. | 
The bony frame dawb'd with-a mud-wall caſe, 
Refin'd by th' Fornace of its native place. 

The lower Rooms mean Offices contain, 


And cleanly” kept, through which the Kerrels drayn, 


F tl ſecond Story, Places choicely dreft ;-- 
And firſt, the Preſence-Chamber, where does reſt, 
In fitting ſtate, the Morrarch of the breaſt. 
The Dining- Room, where Ventiduds are ſet * 
To bring retreſhments for exceſſive heat. | 
And Stoves ( which wiſeſt Natxre there did frame, 
Like Veſtal-hearths ) to fave the dying flame. © 

A ſacred 
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| A facred Fount does in the Center riſe, 

' Rich as the Spring that waterd Paradiſe. 

Th' Egyptian Zueen who quaft a Kingdom up, 
Infuſing Pearls into her wanton Cxp 3 

The Draxehts compard, ours have by far the odds ; 
This was the NeFar of the Demy Gods. 

And looks as tho that bluſhigg Zee of Gemms 
CThe Rxby) were diflolv'd into theſe Streams. 
Hence Princes are in this rich Colour dreſt ; 
Since Life it ſelf ſhines in a Scarlet-Veſe. 


And now am I to the third Story come 3 

The higheſt, and, alas, the weakeſt Room |! 
That once Experience would but croſs the Jeſt, 
And prove the higheſt Chamber furniſht beſt. 
For K owledge (Nature's guide) ſhould quarter there, 
And Judgment, her moſt truſty Conncellour. 
Invention, Memory, and Wit, ſhould ſtay ; 
And all their Treaſures in this Twrrit lay. 

But for ſuch Greſts I have no fitting Room 3 
Or if I had, I've no ſuch Gueſts to come. 

If you vouchſafe it, You muſt fromyour ſtore 
(Like Princes ) ſend your Furniture before. 


Ive here defign'd a Dranght with little coſt, 

To ſtand a Land-mark , leſt your Claine be loſt. 
And mighty Purchaſers, for want of heed, 

Ofr leave out petty Parcels in the Deed. 

When Alexander £4 the Eaſt ſubdue, 

(And he no Congrour was, compar'd to you ) 
Amid(t his many Trophies of renown, 

Summing the Audit, he had loſt a Crows. 
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The PROROGATION. 1679. 


To the Honoured Sir Scroop Howe, Knight of 
the Shire for Nottingham-ſhire. 


Omegood from Prorogations come 3 
Since, worthy Sir, they ſend you home. 

We Conntry-men did want you more, 
Than did the Conrtiers heretofore. 
Your preſence will advance our fates, 
As much as it has their Eſtates. 
Be kind to us, and no more give 5 
They ſuffer you at home to live. 


Love 1s not only here more true 3 

But 1t 15 alſo Jafer toO. 

P th' bargain they are much miſta'ne; 
Who pay for pleaſure and buy pain. 
No Popiſh Plots diſturb our Nights 3 
Weſleep, or wake to ſafedelights. 
They ſurely find a dreadful ſtate, 
Who burning fear from Love or Hate. 
No ſawcy Politicks we read ; 

Nor {hoot our bolts who ſhall ſucceed. 


To Law, and Goſpel we refer it; 

Let them decide who muſt inherit. 
Who, without theſe, thinks of the Crows ; 
We need not fight, nor pray him down. 


We here hate nothing but the French, 


Their Wine, their Worſhip, and their Wench, 
| Welcom, 
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* Welcome, dear Sir, to your true Friends ; 
Who love you only for your ends. 
For your own worth you are defird 3 
By all, but by your ſelf admir'd. ; 
Nay. you are lov'd by more men here, 
Than you, or I, lovd Women there. 


————— 


—— 
em —_—_ 


The WELCOME. 
To the right Honourable the Lady Anne Howe. 


He archeſt Cheats to Londor get, 
Yet Londox is thearcheſt Cheat. 
Moſt there Yr th' gentle-craft combine ;_ 
Both Courtier, Lawyer, and Divine. 
Methinks, their arrogance 1s odd, - 
To rob both King, the Law, and God. 
Lozdox | repent for what is paſt; 
Thou mak'ſt us fair amends at laſt. 
You, Madam, and your health repay 
All Treaſures, it e're took away. 
For all the millonvs we have laſt, 
Wee here get Damages and Cofe. 
Your preſence will decay its ſtore 3 
And we ſhall now complain no more. 
Then fit Returns muſt needs be ſought, 
For all theſe bleſſings you have brought. 
Our ſervices, our pray'rs, and we, v 
Long ſince were your propriety. 
And tho all theſe belong to you 3 
Here we preſent 'em to your view, > 
Their claim of intreſt to renew. } a $n 
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Then, Madam, you can never fail 
Of hearty welco-s from the Vale ;, 
The »oble houſe from whence you came, 
Vouchſafing Honour, and its Name. 
Our Joy ( that health oth' Soul ) we give 
For th' health of Body, you receive. 
But we have better things than theſe, 
More worthy you, and fit to pleaſe. 
To make this bold aſſertion good 53 
Behold th' Elzxzrs of your blood. 
Fair tranſcripts of your noble mind 3 
Rich proofs Szr Scroop and you are kind. 
Sure-vouchers of a future bliſs 3 
Hopes of the next Age, Joyes of this. 
May Sons and Danghters live t inherit 
Both Father's and the Mother's Spirit. 
Love theri may m_ Trophies build 3 | 


For they will ſurely win the Feld, 
When all, both Mex and Wower yield 


_ ho women 
BEAUTIES MONARCHY. 1679. 


To the Honourable Mr. Briget Noel, 
vouchſafing a Favour, 


 TErſe, without truth, 15a dark Day 3 
Where peeping glimples play, 
Without the favour of one ſhining ray. 


When Poets leave fiftitious Dreams 3 
Apollo gilds their Themes, 
Snuling upon 'em with auſpicious beams. 
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| Accoutred thus, He courts your ſight ; 
| And you refle& his light : 

Like poliſht Chryſtals making it more bright. 


The treaſures of his blazing Mize 
All objects elſe refine 3 
Your Eyes alone gild o're his Silver ſhine. 


"Tis you out-influence the Sz: 3 
His Charter is out-done 3 
You make me Poet, who before were none. 


The Statxe thus that Memmor made, 
Was filent 1n the ſhade : . 


Struck with the Sur-beams vocal Muſick play'd. 


No greater Treaſon can their be, | 
Than your own modeſty 3 
Refuſing Univerſal Monarchy. 


Apollo with his Troops tho ſtands, 
Like the Pretorian Bands, 
Forcing the Empire on unwilling hands. 


Inthron'd you fit on gloriows blaze 
Diſdaining Lawrels, Bayes , 
Glories incirc'ling you of your own Rayes. 


Dazled to death by your fierce Beams, 
; We but refine our Fames : 
Like Martyrs glorying in the purging Flames, 


But if your pitty cool your Eye, 


: And will not let us dye 3 
: Like Corfefors, our Faith wee'l not deny. 


As 


As 


With 
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With Roſes then I ſhall be crown'd;- i 
; Tho Bayes cannot beifound 3 -; | 
Living, or Dying, your Rewards abound.. 


I muſt be juſt, tho I am vain: 
My Conſcience bears no ſtain” © 
Though zeal, for you, makes nie a Purity, 


With all Devotion Iconfeſs 
Beauty, than Goodneſs Leſs 3 
Yet yours ſo great, it would an Angel blcks 


Your goodneſs tho thuſt greater bs 
| Too large for Quantity ; 
Since, oh, it did vouchſate to think of me! 


Gifts then areduly entertain'd, 
And in a rightlight ftand 5 - : 
When we regard the Per 5 whence tl! are gaind. 


In our Inferiours, Bribes they are 5 . ' 
To gain a better ſhare: 
As ſome for Riches, barter breath in ee, 6 


> 


Whe rom our of 1999 they are ſent 3 ; 
hey are but favours lent | p 
By Tatants tobe ſtopt in the next Rent... 


Syperiours, in the meanelt thing, 


Not gifts, but honours bring: > tl 2 Þ 
As whena Knighthood' rs youchſaf'd by thi Kings 


Yours, Madam, goes a higher rate; : _—_ 
And brings a richer fate ; a 
vince you conferd , 9 me and Eſtate; 


rich Great 
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Greater acknowledgments are due; 
| I owe my ſelf to yon; - 
For you both'grac'd, inrich'd, and bleſt me too. | 
Bleſt I muſt bez for whilſt I rate 
The virtues of your ſtate, 
The World may fall in love, and imitate. 
Inſpir'd thus with a facred rage, 
To be your Poet I ingage: 
Then whilſt I fing your praiſes right, 
The World will be converted by't, 
And I the Apoſtle of this Heath'niſh Age. 


TRUE NOBILITY. 1679. 


Upon the Death of the Right Honourable John 
Earl of Rutland, &*c. 


— 


Hat /ittle God within, the ſpark divine, (ſhine ; 
Which does, 1'th' Body, through the Windows 

Whoſe influence here drefles us up a Name; 
And, after Death, revives us in our fame: 
Whoſe ſprightly /a/t preſerves the Body whole 
In all its Parts, 'twould elſe ſtink out the Sox! ; 
Which, whilſt incarnate, is exaQtly dreſt ; | 
For Scarlet both keeps warm, and lines the VefF. 
It is the Sz that makes theſe Diamonds bright; 
Dark drogs! till he has lin'd 'em-through with light. | 
How vainly we employ our ſenſual Eyes, But 
When we the beauties of the Body prize ? Dy 
Uſeleſs the Lazthorn is, and dark as Night , | 
When Death'scold blaſt puffs out the trem'tous Light.-(nc 
23% 2 | Whilſt 
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Whilſt tenanted, the How/e is in repair, | 

Built with Mxd-wal/s of Flo, and thatcht with Hair. 
But when the Terap?'s tis ruin'd-quite: 

And who can ſtay Death's cold and darkſome Nigh, 
When Fire's extinguiſht, and put ont the Light ? 


Yet ruin'd Temples ſtill command our care, 
And Stores, that made the Altar, facred are. . 
For common ule they ſhould not be profan'd, 
But in ſome choice Repoſitary ſtand 5 

Till by ſome pious reſolution bleſt, | 
Once more they're fitted for the former GuefZF. 


Great Rutland's Relicks may more rey'rence claim, 
Than ever yet from Superitition came. 
And 'tis but juſt--that we to Altars run, | 
Whence Bleſſzngs came, and Mzracles were done. 
What could from Marnors leſs expeRtted be 
Sprung from Fourth Edwerd's Royal Progenic ? 
at Tork to plant his Roſes here thought good, 
Painting their Szow with drops of Marnor's blood. 
But leaſt th'advantages of ſo much coſt, 
Should in thoſe azure Labyrinths be loſt 3 
A glorious Mark eighth Herry did beſtow 3 
That future Ages might the honour know: 
No greater favour could the fame advarnice 3 
Grac'd with the Arzes of England, and of France. 
at. | 

But I difturb his D»## with theſe bald Rhymes ! 

Deft when iriterr'd, Bel/s ceaſe their jangling Chimes; 

[ſet Love, Refpe#, and Truth, fo fan my fire 3 
Ty id from theuwr flowing ſtores my breaſt inſpire; 
Q.2 
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That like the Prophet, they ſupply my Mx 

( That nicedy Widdow) with a Mo 'Caſe 
My — dreyn'd, the'Forntain bubbles ſtill ; 
The fruitful SubjeQ:thrives upon my Bill. ' 
When other ſtrengths; before their time, are ſpent : 
As Roſes, by long handling, loſe their ſcent. 


A warmth, that frozen iAge/ does ſeldom know: 

And yet his Spring was hot, for all his Sow. 

Thus Fires o th' Altar, that from Heavz firſt came, 
For many-ages did preſerve the flame. 

His chearfal looks did repreſent his mind 3 

Through chryſtal of his Eyes his candour ſhin'd. - 
Tranſparent were his thoughts, his virtues known: 
Through Tags ſtreams,the golden Sands were ſhown, 


True heats-of- Zeal did in his AF2ons glow 5 


. . ' > q 
His Charity fell like the Morning Dew, 
As beneficial,” 'and as conſtant too. 
His pray'rs to Heav'n; from Heav'n did bleſſings gain: 
As Vepours, ſent from Earth, deſcend in rain. 


This was the bleſſed Circle he did frame; 
So went his Soul to. Hear, from whence it came. 
T he tow'ring: F4/kon thus her ſelf does skre w 


In ziry Rings,:till almoſt loſt to. view. . ] 
Tn2 n perches-on: that Hard whence firſt ſhe flew. 
Whilſt daily crouds his lib'ral Alzvs did gain, 
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How glorious he appear with ſnch a [rain? _ fc} 


- Far.more'than thoſe: oſtentuous/Pomzps now ſhown 3: 


RegZz ring the Connarey, t0:nrich the Tow. \ 
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Whoſe Goodneſs, like their :Greatneſs, is mere ſhow z_ 
Like Winds, whoſe Being's only while they blow. 
Their Names are loſt in the deep calm of death; 

And, Vapour-like, their fame fades with their breath. 


Had I a Wreath of Bayes, Td:lay it down; --. :- 
And Cypreſs ſhould my Myſesr temples crown... 
She, and her Siſters leave to boaſt their pride 
In their extration, by the. Fethers-ſide; 

Lay by their Veſts, ſpun of the Morning Rayes,. 
And trimm'd with Mid-day+beams,like golden lace 
Courting their Au-t,(the 2.xcen: of Night) to. gain 
Mourzing, of that fame ſtutt'did make her Traiz. 
Accouter'd thus im fitting ſtate ſh'appearss * 
Penſive as Mzdnzeht, all bedew'd with tears; 
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N E W LIB ANUS. 1679. 

To the Right Honourable Catharine Counteſs of Rut- 
land; Upon the Bleſſings brought to that ( well- 
near-extinguifht F amily) by Her ſelf and Honou- 
OC 7 TO "S- 


Honour'd Madam, 10 Bird.) [:;jrr 
F Fm o're-bo}d, Zeal makes the errour-leſs;' 
For Zeal is but Devotion nn excels. | 
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[f 1t more forward preſt than you requir'd, 
Tis my SoxPs warmth by agitation fir'd, 


 -Puch Zeal, and true Devotion,jare the ſame; 


5 


Nr only differ, as do Heat,/'and Flame 


'IThat cheriſhes it ſelf ; "but Leal incites. 
olfrhe World, to imitate its blazing lights. 
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Praiſes to fing, and Powers to admire, 
Are the chicf Deſcants of the heav'nly Quire. 


*Tis fame enough, that 1 have led the way, 

And tun'd the 9#rings for skilful hands to play. 
may advance th' inventions of my Muſs F 

As Sciences improve with time, and uſe. 

In primitive Profeſſors, all confeſs 

Their Zeal devouter, tho their Kxowledge leſs. 

By no Divinity inſpir'd, but you ; BF 

I am your Poet, and your Prophet too. 

Rare Subjc& ! where all Poetry may ſtrain; 

And never be aſfperſt, that it does fer | 

Where Fancy moſt exalted, ſeems to 

Plain Demonſtration, and true Hiſtory, 

It cafie is for Prophets to divine ; 

When bleſſings clearly through your Adions ſhine. 

Bright 1/ze, from ſuch Springs as ſurely ſtreams, 

As vol and Lune propagate their beams, 


Belvoir's an Orb ſo great, \Both thereunite 3 
And thence your Infant-Stars derive their Light. 
As glorious, and as laſting, may they prove ; 

' Thoſe hopeful ProduFs of your nuatual love. 
Great-Rntland, with theſe ProſpeFs closd his Eyes; 
And joyfull, like prophetick Jacob, dyes.  - - 
How ſhould we cdebrate your precious Wombe 3 
That this Age bleſſes, and the next to come ? 
Paſt Ages fitting recompences found 3 | 
Bellies of fruitful Princeſſes were crown'd. 


O! that 


SI 
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O ! that your Royal Name-ſake could: but ſet 
A Crown as ſure, as you a Coronet | - 
Your pregnant $Sozl, rich as are Indian Beds ; 
Where one' Roſe blows, ſoon as another ſheds. 
Fruitful as flowing N15, that ne'r wells, 
But future bleſſings to its Courtry tells. - - 
Like Gzdeor's Fleece, drencht with Celeſtial dew ; 
Whilſt tears are all the Mozſ#re others knew. 
By friendly Fate, your happy Lord's allow'd 

o meet a Juno in a fruitful Cloxd. 
Fruitful as thoſe r th' Spring when bleſſings pours, . 
Upon the Earth, and S:/ver melts in ſhow'rs. 


Nor are your , by theſe expences grown ; 
No —_ i ry-bedms hal _— "Sur. 
What iſſues fromyour Orb adds toyour ſhine : 

As fragrant Bloſſoms crown the Geſſamine,.. 

You, by thoſe.dear reflefions, are more right : 
So Stars ( thoſe ſteds 0th Sur ) rob not his light 
Nay you are fairer, as more happy found : - 
Some Seeds there are improve the Mother-Ground. 


You, than the Fowndreſs, I ſhould more have praigd, 
Since you uphold the Fabrick that ſhe rais'd. 

She, like Pigmalion did the Image give 3 

But you the Goddeſs are that makes it live. 
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A Pindarick Poem ; biting « faint draught of that moſi 
zoble Edifire, with ſore Chara@ers of the late Nobk 
'  Founter, Owners, and their Matches. © 


The. DEPICATION. 
f To the Right Honourable Jo. Earl of 


F 


ity Rutland. -. &*c. 
"Ny « Lic 4 


EF gredteſt Orator, 'and Stateſman ſaid 3 7G 
(May be the greateſt ever Nature made, 
Where grace defign'd no aid ) 
That if a heigenly Gueſt: confin'd below; 
Might none"s' th* ſhining wonders ſhow 3; 
The fretfiti ſecrer would 7 com. his mind, 
 And?*Viper-like; a paſlage find 2+ 
So ſome'&' th' Wonders that in Belvorr-are, 
-And'Belvoir ſelf I muſt declare}: 
Tho my Defeription has nor equalgrace,'- | 
63%. Unworthy of 'the'Placery' 
It may perform its truſt, 
' * © Andſervetokeep away Time's dull, 
By cloſing :within: this. Paper-cafe.' - 


| & , JT WY 9773} {3 WG11 
Such draughts of. Poetry-let: none reject ; 
Fancy 1s no vain Archited ; 
Building cannot make it poor 3 
Ot ſhining @-arrys it has ſtore. 
Apollo makes, and then refines- 
Its unexhauſted golden Mines, 
Untill the Treaſury runs ore. 


Kings 
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Kings in mighty aftions skill d ; 
And their Exchequers fill'd, 
Then fit they are 
Vaſt ſtately Pyles to rear ! 
Yet Poets can more laſting StruFures build. 


Armida's Caſtle will make good the boaſt, 
Founded on poor Taſſe's coſt. 
Our rambling Braves. advance 
The empty gayeties of Fraxce : 
And yet the Lowvre 1s not equal ſcen, 
To th' Pallace of our Fairy Queer 


Spair's vaſtEſenrialis o're-whelned with ſhame, -: 1 


When we SoÞs glorious Pallacename, 
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Whoſe beauties yetare in their prime, - 


Tho built by Ovid in _— time / 
A Paper-building\ but his {z& well temper'dall the 
R . My Lord; I'm none of thoſe, 
Who are fo vainto think 
ThatVerſe, with all its Rhyming clink 
Hides folly more than Proſe. 


Lime. 


Embroider d Coatrmay makeonebraves—@ 


But neither hidea Fool: or Knave, 
; For gawdy trappings did expoſe 
Eſop's proud Aſs both to contempt and blows. 
And yet we muſt confets 
Dull proſe or Ruſtick dreſs 
Conceals not ignorance nor makes it leſs. 
Witneſs our worſer times ; 
Paul's oratory ſuffer'd: loſs, 
By many an idle Gloſs : 
As David's Poetry by Hopkin's Rhymes. 


It 
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It matters not how we our thoughts reherſe, 
Whether in Proſe or Verſe. 
So we tranſcribe but right and fair, 
What Copies of our Minds declare. 
Honeſt Intents | 
Make Love and-Truth their choiceſt Ornaments. 


In theſe laſt days 
The Sonl of Wit decays! 
Weaker its Efforts are ſeen ; 
As is obſerved of the Poets Bayes ; 
They are leſs fruitful and leſs g) 
"Tis the World's Dotage; we grow 
Leſs good, leſs healthy, and leſs witty too. 
If Fate could any thing contrive 
To croſs this Rule that is too true; 
This Theme would Poetry revive, 
And make my Fancy brisk, and ſtrong, and new. 
Such as great Virgil; Lacan, Horace writ, 
Thoſe Triuntvirs of Wit!) 
That triumph'd 9ver Ignorancez 
And by their Choice, not Chance, 
An Empire raisd ; to'which all Poets bow, 
From their days, evn till now. 
And never Rebel did againſt their Laws advance. 


Their ſtrengths of Thought were great 3 
Aided by caleſtial heat. 
Their Brains were warm'd with praiſe, 
Mecena's Favours, -and' freſh Wreaths of Bayes. 
Their Heads were heated Stalls 5; 
And Spirits dropt from Noſes of their Quilr. - 


But 
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But in theſe cooler days, 
(And Winter Evenings, ah! are cold!) 

The froſty humour of the Age benums + 
Our Brains, hence nothing flows but Rhewns ; 
Thin fickly Produ&s of neglefted Wit. 

For now rewards of Gold 

Are hard to get, 

As that rare Stone that won ad ſay produces it. 

Who can avoid Deſpair and Rage, 

To ſee 
Ceſar, Mecenas, Poetry, 
Confined to one Age? 
The two choice Bleſſings from above, 
Are Wit and Love. 

Love gains all Empire, makes the World ſubmit; 
Wit is I &r to govern it. 

Yet oy nge. decay, 

And, if negleted, will not ſtay : 

They bring all Bleſſings from above. 
This, this, ” _—_— ſhould great and rich men move. 
Without Reward, farewel both Wit and Love. 


KL But ſtay! 
ore mine go away, 
T1l give one « =>. IOÞ 
If I expire, 
My Theme can, like Rp tirong Cordials, reſtore 
_ wa _—_—_ | 
it 5 | , 
As Now numb'd recruit with fire. | 
Thus Preis when they did Oracles record 5 


—_— Pow'rs inſpu'd, which they themclves ador Ly 
0 
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To the Reader of the following Poem, 
Fa T ſhall not hawk to gain 


The Brarry 1s already ta'n. 
For all hoe be done or faid, 


Tlargely am before-hand paid. 
i The Fetus thus is paid Yth* Womb 


For all its Services to come. 


My Duty then thou ſhould'ſt not blame, 
Nor that this Smoak atteſts my Flame. 


Enthuſiaſts cannot Pleaſures own, 
Until! they make their Viſions known. 


| St, Paul himſelf-was not'content: 


Til he had publiſh'd where he went. 
Heav'ns glory to the World appears, 
Printed nr golden CharaGters; - ' 
This SzbjeF ought to have been writ 
From ſach'a ſhining Alphabet - 


* The Per ade of a pointed Ray, 


.Since pleasd I have; Thave done well. 


. 
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Shook from the goldez Wing of Day. 
Yet ſhining Works upon dark ground 
Will more apparently be found: 
Eclipſes ſo make Gazers run - 

To look upon the darkned Sun; 

And yet behind the Cloud he's bright, 
Ne're leflen'd in his proper Light. 
However I the Story tell, © 

An, Archite® ſhould chiefly tr | 
To pleaſe the Owner's Mind ind Eye, C 
But others only by the Bye. 


| Yet 
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Yet, Reader, if thou favour grant,'/ ' |; 
I'll cheriſh what I do not want. ... 

It 'mongſt my precious Stores T1! lay 
For Refuge in a ſtormy day. 

A Cloak in Summer 1s not vain, 

Since S#-ſhine days may end in Rau. 


BELVOIR. 


A Pindaric Poem, or 4 faint Draught of that ſtately 
Fabricks with ſome ſhort Chara@ers of the Noble 
Founders, Owners, with their Alliances. 1679. 


Muſt not be 
A Schiſmatick in Poetry 
Conform 1 will, and follow th'mode ; 
My Pegaſus ſhall amble in the beaten Road. 
Thou, noble Lord, ſhalt be 
Mecenas and Apollo too to me. 
O that I could a Vzrgil be to thee! 
Vouchſafe that I may chuſe 
Thy fair and vertuous Lady to my Muſe. 
And if at want of number ſome repine ; 
Rapt with Poetick Fury, I divine 
Your Fervours ſhall not reſt, 
Till bleſt | 
With 7fant Muſes to make up the Nize, 
Let Belvoir be | 
Parnaſſus then to me. 
Art the foot of this:bright Mozntaiy, 
Springs a ſacred Fountain; . The Cellar 
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- 'Whoſe ſpacious Veins 


; With precious liquor 
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"Oh for - now to mi ief 


_ ....  Taxperial Mount! we muſt allow 
Another Crowy, beſides the Coſte, to thy brow. 
Thy beauty, _—_— and ſtate, 
Areſoi1 y 
| That Truth it 1 ſl tell, 
. *Tis pity, as it is impoſltble, 
That thou ſhouldſt yield to Fate. 
It cannot then a Superſtition be, 
To fay to thee, 
Iluftriows Belvoir, hail! 
” Thou nrgiyſt, and Titleto a Vale 


More plealant, more rich, than that of Theſſaly. 


Thoſe Stairs, by which we to the Caitle —_ 
We juſtly may account 
Conduttive to more Glory, 
Than ever yet was read in Story z 
Unleſs che Patriarch's Ladder ſtep between 3 
And yet that only in a Dream was ſeen. 
Look! how the neighbring Hill therefivells with pride, 
Becauſe it found the Grace, 
To have its place 
Next to the Monarch-mountain's fide. 
With ſev'ral Shades of Greezs-'tis quilted o're, 


And checker with delightfut ſtore 2 


Of various Flowers, 
The Off-ſprings of freſh April Showers 


Too much Irreverencewould be ſeen, The Hil 
To obſerve the Handmaid, & negle&tthe Queer. Rio 
The Atlas of our hope! whoſe Shoulders be: 
A World of Beauties and of Glories too 

Or it more likely may appear 

Olympus to our view. 

Where Jove and Juno ſit. inthron'd; 
With leſſer Deities incompaſt round. 
No Mountaiz ever nobler crown'd ! 
This Caſtle has more BI gair'd, 
Than to be Canal on a Hill of Sand; 
On barren Rocks, whoſe Precipices fright 
The Gazer from his wiſhd deli 
Other mean Hs ſome deſpicable Twrrets ſhow, 

Like Warts upon a Brow. 

Some like —— are ſeen, 
Tho homely cloathd, yet richly clad within. 
_ With Sard 7 clain Ruffet ) clad, 

Or, what's as bad, 


green VefF, but ſo thred-bare, 
That Earth AE gre kin o'th! Moxntain)does appear. 
Within *tis true they may be rich and bright; 
But, like the Sun at night, 
Below our- Hemiſphere, their Beams are out of fight. 


Our Atlas looks not ſhabbily and bare; 
His Armes, Thighs, Legs, all cover'd are 
With a rich mantle of eternal Green, 


As in the other Paradiſe was ſeen. 
Our 
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One Math $ vaſt a = 4 21 
With'Natzare's Architreve;. + 5-17 
Cornice, and Freeze, | 
Of ever and fruitful Trees 3 DF 
Whoſe fruitsintice : -.. ,, 
-* To hope, niot loſe a Paradiſe: + 
When Flora is 1 the midfſt of all her pride; 
And all the Trees cloath'd on the Mowntain ſide 5 
How pleaſant 'tis to ſee them grow,' 
Each fort th an alternate row ? 
To ſee them imitate ., 
- The World's unequal fate ? 
Some Heads, than a_ feet; more lows ; 
. And yet they un 
And ſometimes tre as ulc ms as fruitful tao. 
The Bayes and Laivrels on the Mourtair's: brow, 
Make a moſt noble ſhow. 
With C onquerours, and Heroe's Wreaths 'tis crown 
As fits a Mountain above all renown'd. 
' Then on the top are ſeen. 
The lovely Walks, and ſtately Bowling green 3 
Even on the tops. of Trees, 
Like to the Garders of Semiranis, 
In her great Babylon,'. 
No greater wonders could be ſhown. 
Our Turrits too we can di{play;3 
As bright, and glorious as an Eaſtern day. 
Glories ! that never ſhadows _ g 
And look,with ſcorn, on Clouds betow ! 
Our Momntain outwardly.is.fine 3" 
Its Treaſures — the-top does ſhine, 
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It is an everlaſting Ezſ#, | 
Where a bright Sun has built her neſt. 
Rich Vale! thy fruitfulneſs excceds all ſenſe; 
Bleſt with a double influence. 
Thou muſt with-plenty flow ; 
fnricht by one bright Sun above, and this below. 


Who ever views in ſtarry Night, 
The heav'nly Champaign Qi and wide ; 
With cloudy furrows plow'd on every fide, 
And ſown with glitt'ring ſceds of light. 
If he ſurvey the fruitful field, 
And ſpining Crop around, 
To tell how many Buſhels it may yield ; 
Numberteſs they will be found, 
Hee'll find th' attempt more vain 
Than to tell Sazds,or drops o'th' Ocear. 
For whilſt, through ſearching Tabe he pries, 
To count the many golder: F: yer, 
That grace great Juno's azure Trayn ; 
(For Poets of her Bird did ſtories feign, Skzes) 
Thoſe thouſand Eyes were Stars, her Gronnd the 
The more he looks, the more the number multiplies, 
So Belvoir's wonders to diſplay , 
Is to count Attomes on a Sunſhine day ; 
Leſs numerous than they. 
The glorious Sunat Noon, 
When in his flaming Throne he ſtands; 
You may as ſoon 
Scrapeup his ſhining Treaſures,that are hurld 
About the World, 
And tiold 'em in your hand. 
R His 


